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To Me * ♦ * * **♦♦♦«♦ 



Sear Sir^ — From the number of pages it occupied^ 
aod the yariety of themes it embraced| the Epistl^ 
Dedicatory in the days of Dryden^- frequently form* 
ed DO inconsiderable part of the work to which it 
was prefixed. In the present age the extreme brief- 
oess of epistles of this kind remind one of a poor 
man's epitaph. It may be thought that the writers of 
our times haye acquired a juster taste in this sort of 
composition than their predecessors possessed ;;. but I 
must eonfess I am not of this opinion. Human nature 
has a bias so palpably sinister, that it can scarce .engagi^ 
in any matter without betraying it ; and I deem it alik^ 
e?ident in the long flattering dedications of a forme^ 
age, and the very brief ones of the present. 

In the earlier ages of English literature the readers 
and buyers of books were comparatiyely &w ; and i^ 
was necessary that the author who set himself to acquire 
popularity^ and wrote for a subsistence, should \k%\Q a 
patron. A patron, if I be rightly iQformed, was one 
possessed of fortune^ influence, and a lore of fame and 
letteri^ whose liberality enabled the writer under Jus- 



X' DEDICATIOV. 

protection to puitiae what was then the least lucratiTe of 
all the learned professions, and whose known regard for. 
his writing held them ap to public approbation. . For 
then, as now, it would appear there were a few who 
thought for themselres ; and man j who with the desire 
of being deemed literate borrowed their tastes as they 
did their fashions, and thought but by precedent. Iq 
the present age, when ignorance implies rather want' of 
mind than want of opportunity of cultivating the mental 
faculties, when almost eyery one possessed of reason and 
i(nagination is a reader and buyer of books, poyerty.has 
ceased to be the reproach of the man of literature ; and 
the epistle dedicatory, which was formerly a kind of 
billet-doux from necessity and ambition to wealth and 
influence, is no longer a ?ery essential part of agy work. 
If an author inscribe his books to indiTidiials, it is be- 
cause he renerates, is attached,, or is grateful. Thus,, 
what were once the ostensible causes of dedication, ha?e 
-become the real ; and the striking difference between, 
the modern and more ancient stymies, of this kind of 
epistle showd that man*« solicitude for fame, wealth,^ 
and power, is an energetic loquacious passion, and that 
his gratitude, kindness, and respect, are in comparison;^ ^ 
feelings both feeble and taciturn. 

It would be well, my friend, for the world, were 
inen so affectionate and grateful as some of our old clas- - 
sical authors pretended to be. It would be also welt^ 
iUi it abound with men as perfectly Tirtuooa a& thejr^ 



fhicfibed those la vhom ii^f piofessed fpdiimit^ a«>4 
itUGboeoti Wlnt pitj U i^ that at THe aelfisbaesa ma 
Oe diief prompteK of their f ologiea aad pioiessftoiMi ^ 
n^^aid; aod that what the^r praised and preteqdedta 
fed weie Tirtuea aod passions of the ima|||natiQn^ not oi( 
theiic patiron^s lires^ or. their own hearts^ But would ii 
not be woU too, thai nen could cease to be fi^tecer» 
without becoming cold ; and is it not also a pitj that 
neither attachmeati gratitude, nor respeQt« can wear an, 
aspect half so expre8si?e of kindness and good will a9| 
that depicted on the yiaard which masked a low aod, 
sordid passion ? No one censures the politenesa which 
teaches men taseem as if they^ preferred others to tkem« 
sehrea^ (ojp what it makes them appear ; it is only blamed 
for making them appear what they are not* No one af^ 
firms that it is wrong to profesa gratitude or attachments^ 
it is only affirmed that it is wrong to deceive by such pro* 
lessions. In dedicating this little Tolume to you I de- 
sire to afoid both the cold briefness of the modern dedi- 
cadoQ, and the profuse insincerity of the more ancient* 
You will find in my poems that I often mention the 
I^e of my birth, and that I often write of the friendi^ 
to whom I am attached, or whose memories I veoerate, 
^-some of the kindest of them are, alas ! no longer on 
earth. You will find too, that my acknowledgments to. 
what the imagination of the poet has embodied iiUo 21 
spirit of poesy, are prof qso even to tautology* From this,. 
Wl M^ knowledge y^^n have otherwise acquired of me,. 
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joir wiH perfaapt cooclade tint I am ooe of those wIm^ 
ihink mocli of what and whom thej loTe, and e xpress 
tiiefr thooghts freelj. If so, the condosion wiR be 
jnxL Indeed what chiefly incites me io address- jon in 
tins place is, that I maj hare an opportunity of skyinfp 
something concerning yon. Bnt I haTe need to be wary. 
Some wise people of the world would langh at me as 
credulous, did I declare it to be my belief thatt I ha?e 
in my friend one who does what he beHeres right out ot 
Fore to God; and by many my profession would he 
deemed the offspring of conceit and hypocrisy, should 
Isi^that I feel grateful to this friend for his ha?ing 
conrinced one who possibly might hare done some mis- 
chief as an infidel, that the Religion of the Bible is not 
a cunningly deyised fable. Still, howerer, a good deal 
may be said that the world need not suspect. l¥hen 
it is informed that the greater number of my acquaint- 
ances are men who bare had no better ad?antages of 
acquiring knowledge than myself, and that the educa«- 
tK>n of my friend has been liberal, it will surely beliere 
me when I affirm that this friend is the best scholar and 
truest philosopher I ever knew. I do not see why it 
should accuse me of flattery when I declare him to be 
in possession both of a cool discriminating judgment and 
a warm affectionate heart ; nor yet of insincerity, when 
h say that out of gratitude for the much pleasure I have 
received in his company, and from the opinion I enter- 
tain of bis critical abilities, I am more desirous that my 
little book may please him than any other iodi?iduaI. 



• 

'> 7 Am not a little apxioiis' that it prove deserring joor 
aotke ; and am just going to shew that the philo^o* 
phicai critic will find it of ^ise whether he haye occasioa 
to pronounce it^^all, or the 'contrary. I shall first sap- 
pose it the former : but before I beghi it is proper ti» 
Uf that I define the philosophical critic to be one cpn- 
Tersant with books, skilled in the Tarious modes of 
composition, and acquainted with human nature, both 
^ he experiences it in himself and pbserres it in othenj. 
. From hints and allusions my book cousins, it is e^i- 
dent that its author deems himself possessed of some 
genius. It is evident too, from the pronHses he makes of 
future attainment and exertion, that he supposes his 
powers of mind have not yet gained their full strength, 
from the falseness of the first opinion, (for I set out 
with supposing it false), the philosophical critic will be 
led to remark that the darkest ignorance of the ignorant 
is au ignorance of themselves ; and that the man who 
cannot add to the knowledge of others, is seldom able 
to weigh the modicum of capacity which nature has 
given to himself. From the Jattcr supposition, be b 
made to see that even the dull may be dissatisfied wilh 
what they perform ; that at least one of their numbier 
looks forward in hope to a time when his judgnl^iit 
s^ll be more powerful, and his imdginAtbn <noi^ 
active ; and that that one too, like the man of rgenuiSy 
kas the faculty of forming conceptions of an ideal be^utiii 
which he, attempts to imitate, but at which he cannot 



fWtoYtif RCtlet«>iafiiesbdiildft|Mte daH ; aiid fMsH 
^Itimwiedge of httmati iiaefnre,^->-|peneral as R oppltelt^ 
a irtitteroti$ elass, {vattietilar as it charactetites a 
ftolitayj fadWiduil. 

Ontsliottld !lH5 attt&or's »pitiion df Ms poems be flte 
jtfse ofi^, tlie crffic desferibed ^H find thitt a dflKeteiill 
Ihid <if ktKoitledge fe to be had bj peitishig fkeffr. 
Feilittps the fear df beiit|; accused «f conceit oa^ fi6 
fMetetit me fbMi stating ihls opinion. Tlieir vppear- 
atice in print, hoWeter, is a tacit confession tliat I deeih 
Hien not quite roid of mei^ ; and lanlng gone so firai 
.lo giro in this way a general Opinion on them, I iAofll 
¥eiitiffe a little farther, by gWrng a partietiliir. I deefli 
my book^a Ttpposttory of thoughts and feoiiogs, ndfher 
tvir nor Talgar, which lia^ been formed and etperi^ 
«tioiiii In tt w«lk of itfe •where thonght is seldom Tigo^ 
votb or feeling deHcate. I conceiTO Ovat Mne ^ what 
H t%tmkM m«y with pmprloty be likened to ^oso Wres 
whidi rugged in their estemal form are yet fraagftt 
milk a inisial, escetlent, when poHfied bf f he refiner, 
«iilier Ibr works of ^ornament or ase. I arti df i^pinloii 
tkai^a -spbit df povtry may be looad In it, «wtMling 
^vUh thofo^linpioprietfes of laagaage oonse^foeat oai»* 
fssvihct iedttoatioD, j«Bt as the faaMUformed atHinala eff 
4lM Mie, tiiai^aro waamed kito tffe by iii» howni of M 
4ila, "itNiggto to free 'tlsensahr^ temt the aMd mA 
^HHmm- ia *¥4kk tliey 4^*0 o a K io pia ^ fa ik <^ikiiie "^ 
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this kind the critic will meet with thoughts that are the 
pictures of thiogs, not the mere reflections of the 
thoughts of other men. He will have the adyantagc of 
obserring in it how good combinations of idea appear 
when unartfully expressed ; and he will ha^e the op- 
portunity too of seeing what kind of ?erses the author 
writes to whom poetry is not an art, but an inspiration. 
And now my dear friend, T have written what would 
be reckoned a 4ong epistle dedicatory eren in the age 
of Charles 11. ; I haye written it too in what may be 
regarded as the true style of the author, — for I have 
censured other writers, spoken well of myself, compli- 
mented my friend, and proved that my book will be 
useful, if a bad book^ and still more useful if a good. I 
yet feel inclined to linger; — thought follows thought, and 
to the chain of idea there is no end. But perhaps I 
ha?e already said too much, and I will only venture to 
add^ that io all the sincerity of friendship^ 

I am. 

Dear Sir, 

Ifoua JOUIIKETM.VN MasOX. 
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INTRODUCTORY STANZAS. 



C£RT£s, Ws true, that I was born to toil. 

To wend through life's remotest paths my way : 

I hew the pondVous stone with ceaseless moil, 

And wake to labour each returning day. 

! what were life to me, if faiPd the ray 

Which Heav^Q has deigned to cheer th' unlovely 

gloom? 
I what were life, if hied the muse away ? 
The muse that tells (her's are no tales of doom,) 
Of bliss in life enjpy'd, of joys beyond the tomb. 

Tis true, to me nor wealth, oer fame she bringB,— ^ 
Harsh her best tones^ and low ber loftiest strain ; 
Yet Grief entranced leans listening as ebe ungs. 
Her dark forbodings quelPd, and ceased her plain r 
Tbea Bay^ grave censcar, sings my mnse in Tain ^ 
Saii« blUs^ man nothing seeks on eiirth below^ 
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And bliss is thine, O muse ! to thee if pain, 
Or care, or sorrow wrings, to thee I'll go, 
And all my sighs shall cease,shall cease my tears to flow '^ 

Nor will I grieve though to myself confinM 
Be all of good my artless muse can give ; 
Fame is not joy, nor health, nor peace of mind. 
It boasts no pow'r o'er pain, no force in love. 
Harold, 'twas thine its prime regards to prove ; 
But ah I was't thine pleasure or pain to know ? 
Thy lays alike to grief and wonder move ? 
Yes, far as ear has caught their magic flow. 
Thy genius this demands, and that thy matchless woe. 

Needless to tell of wealth to grief allied. 
Needless to tell of pangs th' ambitious own ; 
Grief dogs with tireless step the selfish pride^ 
That grasps at glory due to Heaven alone. 
O !' this the mystery of the woes of man. 
That in himself centres his prime desire ; 
E'er since his griefs, his pains, his toils began. 
His own vile god he lives ; vile oft the fire 
That warms the warrior's soul^ that ^Ids the 
minstrel's lyre. 

And see, the warrior's toils, the minstreft lay. 
Misery and fame, glory and death await. 
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dull to learn ! ye gods of fragile clay,— - 
Of souls perplexM and dark, why boast elate 
That lying fame has dubbM you wise and great ? 
lo Heaven^s esteem vile are your powers and low : 
Tis not in wrath unmixM that on you wait 
Sorrows, and cares, and pains, — ^ye wretched, know 
These come the faulty aims of your yex'*d lives to show. 

Where strays the muse? nay not of wealth nor fame. 
Nor toil, nor grief, nor care I ask the lay ; 
Give rather, if thou canst, for some will blame 
The idle freak, that to the glare of day. 
To cold neglect perchance, or scorn, a prey. 
Casts what thou whispered in the silent night ; 
Give, if thou canst, one sober reason why 
Thy simple lays, long hid, should court the light : 
The common meed of fame thou disregardest quite. 

Oft have I seen the baffle fiends of woe 
Chain'^d by the magic of thy artless strain ; 
And now I harbour a desire, to know 
If His thy right o'er many hearts to reign, 
Or if to ali that live thou sing'*st in vain^ 
Save to the minstrel of the lone recess. 
Muse of the desert ! would that powV were thine^^ 
The good to aid, the generous heart to. bless. 
The bowed down to raise, the oppressor to repress ! 



The miostrd^s power monarchs in vaih desire t 
(Power o'er th^ oinnicms and the souls of men) ; 
^is his to warm the brave with generous fire. 
To scourge the Ticnous, and repress the vain ; 
More potent still, ^tis his to burst the chain 
That tyrants forge, — the chain that frets the soul. 
Till all its tbougfats.grow ill, its feelings pain ; 
ScarM at his frown, Excess has fled the bowl. 
And wasting cares, have *died, vile thoughts, and. 
passions fonl. 

Such were his powVs, who by the winding Ouae, 
To God, not Fame, inscribed the exalted lay * 
Such were his powVs, who where the Camus flows. 
Wasted in tasks tewetie his life away ;f 

. Such were his powers, who sung war^s^ fierce array. 
With horrid front darkening the fields of Heaven, 
Heirs direful vault, the Anarch^s idle sway, 
And miserable man from Eden driven : — X 

Ah !' wpuld such wond'rous powVs to th^ untaught 
Bard were given. 

The awful Baoon woo^d the muse in vaia^ 
And Plato callVi on Vuican^s fires to aid. 
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For her^s the muse withheld ; and Csesar'^s strain, 
Unform'^d to please, sleeps in th^ oblivious shade ; 
Weak was the Terse Rome^s hapless Consul made, * 
Ey''o he whose thunders ^mid the forutn rolPd, 
When the world's mighty conqVor shook dismay'd-f* 
Enough— be thus tbescoffer's gibes repelKd,. 
If wight untaught and rude, should fail where Tully 
faUU 



* Cicero. -f Joliua Cwsau 
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DEATH OF 6ABDINSB. 

Have ye not seen on winter^s eve. 

When snow-rack dimmM the wdkiii*8 face, 
Borne, wave-like, by the fitful breeze, ' 

The snow-wreath shifting place I 
In stormy autumn day, when sad 

The boding peasant pines forlorn ; 
Have ye not seen the mountiun stream 
Bear down the standing com ? 

Have you not seen from lonesome waste 
The smoke tower rising tall and slow, 
O'^erlooking like a stately tree 

The russet plain below ^ 
And have ye marked that pillar^ wreath. 
When sudden struck by northern blast. 
Amid the low and stinted furze 

In broken volumes cast ? 

Solemn and slow as drifting wreath,^ 

Ere day, the clans from Preston hill 
Mov^d downward to the vale beneath :— « 
Dark was the scene and stilk 
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At dawn, when Preston bog was cross*dy ^ 

Like mountain stream that bursts its^ banks, 
Rushed Celtic serf and Celtic lord. 
On Copers deyoted ranks. 

At sun-rise, as by northern blast 

The {nlliyr^d smoke is rolled away. 
Fled lowland Scot, and southern swain. 

In headlong disarray. 
Yet in that craven, dread-struck host 

One yaProns heart beat keen and high ; 
In that dark hour of shameful flight,^ 
One staid bdiind to die. 

Deep gash'd by many a felon blow^ 

He sleeps where fought the vancpiish^d yan, 
Of silyer^d locks and furrowM brow, 

A yenerable man. 
£v''n when his thousand warriors fled. 

Their low-bom yalour quaiPd and gone. 
He, the meek leader of that bimd. 

Remained and fought alone. 

He stood, fierce foemen throng'd around,^ 
The chilling death groans of despinr, * 
The dadung sword, the deaying axe. 
The murdVous dirk was there. 
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Valour more stark, or hands more strong, 

NeW urgM the brand or launched the «pear; 
But what were these to that old man ? 
God was his only fear. 

He stood where adverse thousands thronged. 
And long that warrior fought^ and well ; 
Bravely he fought, firmly he stood. 

Till where he stood he fell. 
He fell, he prayM for the poor Celt, 
Then to his Grod his soul resigned, 
Not leaying of earth^s many sons 
A better man behind* 

His valour, his high scorn of death 

To fame'^s proud meed no impulse owed ; 
His was a pure unsullied zeal 

For Britain, and for God. 
He fell, he died, the savage foe 

Trod careless ©""er the noble clay ; 
Tet not in vain that charojnon fought 
In that disastrous fray 

Oa bigot creeds and felon swords 

Partial success may fondly smile. 
Till bleeds the patriot's honest heart. 
And .flames the martyr'^s pile. 
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Yet not in vain the patriot bleedB, 
Tet not in vain the martyr dies. 
From ashes mute and voiceless blood 
Unceasing pray Vs arise. 

The scoffer lau^s ^— najs heed hitn not. 

Say wouldstthbaoffleaven^s judgments learn? 
Then think of Preston's patriot saint. 

And Hamilton of Fearn. 
think how o^er his casde waii 

Proud Beaton^s corse was cast in scorn ; 
And how on bleak CuUoden moor 

The Celt's red wreath was torn. 

The scoffer owns the bigot^s creed, 

Though keen the secret gibe may be ; 
The scoffer seeks the tyrant's doom^ 
And bends the ready knee. 
But oh 1 in dark oppression's day. 

When flames the torch, when waves the sword> 
Who are the brave in freedom's cause ? 
The men who fear the Lord. 

What are the ugns that prove and show 

The faith which God deign'd to reveal f 
In peace the meek and holy life, 
In war the heart of steeL 
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The scorn of yke ; in Hcaven^s good cause 
A Heaven^bom ardour, pure and high ; 
A grateful calm content to live^ 
A glad content to die. 

My country, from the bard whose soul. 
Toil hard and long has £^^d to bend, 
fieliey^, that for thy better weal, 

No hollow pray Vs ascend. 
When this their scope, ^' May such as he 
Who fought and died on Preston field. 
In peace my country^s trundieon sway. 
In war her fakhion wield«^ 
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ON SEEING A SUN-DIAL IN A CHURCH* 

YARD. 



Grey dial-stone, I fain would know 

What motive placed thee here, 
Where darkly opes the frequent grave. 

And rests the frequent bier. 
Ah ! bootless creeps the dusky shade 

Slow o^er the figurM plain ; 
When mortal life has passM away. 

Time counts his hours in vain. 

As sweep the clouds o^er oceaft^s breast 

When shrieks the wint^ry wind. 
So doubtful thoughts, grey dial-stone. 

Come sweeping o*er my mind. 
I think of what could place thee here, 

Of those beneath thee laid. 
And ponder if thou wert not rais'd 

In mockery o^er the dead. 

Nay f man, when on life'^s stage they fret. 
May mock his fellow men ; 
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In sooth their sobVest pranks afford 
Bare food for raock^rr then. 

But ah ! when passed thrir brief sojourn^ 
When Heaven^s dread doom is said,. 

Beats there a human heart could pour 
Light mockMes o^er the dead ? 

The fiend unblest, who still to harm 

Directs his felon pow'r, 
May ope the book of grace to him 

Whose day of grece is o'er. 
But sure the man has never ]iy'*d 

In any age or clime. 
Could raise in mockVy o'*er the dead. 

The stone that measures time. 

Grey dial-stone, I fain would know 

What motive plac'd thee here. 
Where sadness heaves the frequent sigh 

And drops the frequent tear. 
Like thy carv'd plain, grey dial-stone. 

Griefs weary mourners be ; 
Dark sorrow metes out time ta them> 

Dark shade marks time on thee. 

Yes I sure "twas wise to place thee here. 
To catch the eye of him 
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To whom earth^s brightest gauds appear 
Worthless, and dull, and dim. 

We think of time, when time has fled 
The friend our tears deplore ; 

The Grod our Hgfat proud hearts deny, 
Our grief-worn hearts adore. 

Grey stone, c^er thee the la^y night 

Passes untold, away. 
Nor is it tliine at noon to teacb 

When fails the solar ray* 
In death^s dark night, grey diaLfiloue^ 

Cease all the works of men,. 
In life, if Heaven withholds its aid, 

Bootless th^r works,, aad vain. 

Gtey diaUstone, while yet tby shade* 

Points out those hours^are mine^ 
While yet at early mom I ri^^ 

And rest at day^s dedine ; 
Would that the Sun that formed thine 

His brigibt rays beamr^d on me. 
That I, thou aged diaLstone, 

Might measure time, like thee* 
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Nay, gentle lady, wherefore chide 
The timVous look that turns aside- 

To shun the glance serene. 
My rustic speech of slow reply, 
My bashful earth-enamourM eye,. 

And grace-unpractised mieih 

Oh ! judge not thou as sapient men; 
Who deem his sobVest musings ^ain. 

The melancholy wight, 
Who alt unanxious to be known. 
Feels happy in the desert lone^ 

And glad at noon of ni^t< 

Lady, myfav'^rite haunts have been 
The dark sequestered forest scene,' 

The solitary wild. 
Bough shores where beats thr* unheeded ware, 
The waste, the deep, sprite-haunted cave. 

The tomb-besprinkled fields 



Tis true the lore such schools have gi^^n 
Speaks much of calm content and Heaven^ 

But ah \ not theirs to. g^ve 
The polished speech for prompt reply^ 
Or steady glance to bashful eye^ 

Or air that courts approve. 

Strange have my thoughts, my fiancies been ;; 
Fair lady, long IVe llv^d within 

A wild world of my own ; 
Its lore idone IVe leamM, and now 
Small proves my skill to bustle through 

The world bjr others knpwn« 

Conscious of this, at close of day, 

^Tis mine through loneliest scenes to strays 

And O ! l\e much desired 
That I in Ethie*s craggy delh. 
Might build myself a rustic celH. 

And dwell from men retired. 

O oft, fiill oft, when- dark and stilH 
OVr jCroma's wave-encircled hill 

The cloud of night was spread; 
Lone through its woods of tangled maze« 
Thinking of men, their works and Ways^ 

Thf pensive bard has strayed. . 
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NaT. ask Inai not of diceted shadr^ 
That. flit& across the forest gladc^ 

Or of spVit4apera sfaiiia ; 
Of sobs whidi burst from eoiwciaus trees. 
Nor yet, when sieepa the imdii&^t hnsze^y 

If waves the darksome psne. 

NoC such bis sights, thodgh sad 'tis true,. 
For not unfrequent turns his view 

The world's dark paths to trace ; 
And fancy's gloomiest glass^ I ween, 
Ne'er mirror'd forth a spectre scen^ 

More void oi joy at peaee^. 

There prowl wild sprites,, eare^ socrow, pain,. 
The mean heart-hard'ning imps of gak^ 

Ambition's ruthless fiend. 
The demon vile of scope, unchaste, 
And ghostp^ oi woe^ whose witch'ries wastit 

The crime^pottuteil mind. 

I<^or oea^idesd tts&k on woe his tbooigbt,.. 
Oft to his ksii fair scenes are brongkt. 

And blithe of heart and free^ 
He thinks bf alt (iiai Heaven appcove^^ 
That wisdoH^prakes^ virtue kves^ 

Lady, he Cbkiks oi tfteeu 



THE PATRIOT,— A Poem; 

hKrihed to the Members qfOu Nbrihem TnetittUion^ 

Inverness. 



Caledonia^ 
Nurse ot a people in misfartone's school^ 
Train'd up to hardy deeds ; a manly raoe^ 
Of uBSubmitting spirit^ wise and bnure. 

Thomson.. 



APOLOGY. 

There are few more Intimate objects of suspicion than an 
author's apok^y for the imperfections of his work. His ostensible 
aim is either to teach or to please; the publication of his book 
shews that he deems himself not unequal to the task, while his 
i^Iogy comes fraught with a contj^avy eiKdence, and declares thai 
in a certain measure he isi. Perhaps Hume's sophism on miracles 
would become argument if applied here. The author's printed work 
connects itself, by no improper association, with a solid tangible 
experience^ his apology is merely a piece of Tague testimony^ 

At the risk, however,, of being suspected to belong to the class, 
vho, from want of real,, take every opportunity of displaying a 
eounterfeit modesty, I tender an apology for the following poem. 
When considered by the intelligent reader as a whole, its plan will 
be judged irregular, and for this irregularity I can easier account 
than apologize. I had seen the Museum of the Northern Inatitu<< 
ti(ni,~had received much pleasure from the survey of its curiotidea) 
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id detennined that m t^amf I ihoild addi«it ki Biembcn in t 
short poem ;~aii inadequate return, certainly, for the ilightett fa» 
TOUT, but often the only one writers of verses have in their power to 
mka» I sat d^vii to the taok with scares any pccpanttiQB ; iioafe 
rose after image, thought gave birth to thought, and the fruit of my 
labour was^ not the brief address intended, but a poem containing 
more than five hundred lines. It will be forgiven me if a piece to 
written be defective in that judicious arrangement of parts which 
renders a work at once various and unique. 

My poem is exposed to the stricturea of criticism on. another ac- 
count. I have writtcB it in what ia deemed the heroic verse of 
English poetry. The standarda by which Aie reader of taste will 
judge of a piece in this metre are the polished compositions of Pope 
and Dryden, — men who to the spirit added all the art of their pro- 
fession ; and his decision cannot be other than unfavourable to one, 
who, so far from possessing this art, is anxious to learn wheth^ his 
natural ability be such as to justify his setting himself to acq^uire ik 
Let hja poem be considered aa data from whence the ttiplf to this 
qiifiiy may be drawn. In the hope oi escaping a dedsicn lets just 
tfaani critical, I infbnn the reader that it was composed in the Irisnre 
Koura a single month alfiitded ; and that when I now commit it to 
^e presa two mon^ have not elapsed since I &st cncertained i3m 
idea of writiBg it. Ft is known diat tha writer cannot asercise bis 
critical ability en a piece he haa newly eempoae^ -^a partiality §ai 
his yaongest production being as natural to him aa that of the 
mother for her 3KNingest diUd. The glasa af fin. new strack ceni* 
position daffiles Mke that of a new struck me^d, and prevents him 
from judgijig af the hnpression it bears. But if I go en at Ihii 
yate, it may be said wi^ jusdoe, that my apology ought to b^ not 
for the many frtults of my piece, bat for ita publiea4ioB.r i eoa^ 
chide then in the words of an eminent writar of the last age : '^ A 
work may be amusing wxdi numerous errors, or it may be doQ 
It a singla absurdity,*' 
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Oft h4S the muse a gorgeous circlet twio^d 

Of fadeless flowefs, the murderers brows to bind ; 

To sooth stern tjmunts oft her lyre is strung. 

And heirs dire fiends have joyM when genius sung. 

Penrersion sod ! must yioe assert the lay 

That lasts undiangM, Uiough suns and worlds decay t 

Not his such powers to waste who now essays 

By Nessa^s winding stream, the song to raise ; 

INot his the soul, were pow^ so wond'rous gi?^n, 

Could prostittfte to vice the gtf t of Heav'n. 

Inur'd to toil, tmd well content to stray^ 

A thoughtful Bawl o'er life's obscurest way. 

To him er'n wealth seems poor, and grandeuir dioi, 

£Vn fame itself has scarce a Joy for him.. 

For poVr, not wholly powerless to defend, 

No pray V he breathes, His seldom virtueV friend ; 

UnhanaTd by love, though much the fair be prixe. 

He sings no tender odes to ladies^ eyes : 
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t) 1 if these baits so unalluring proTe> < 

Fame, grandeur, powV, and wealth, and ladies^ 1oti| 
In toils obscure as hard must pass his days. 
And death surprise him ere his songs be raise. 

It may perchance, for who the hour can tell 
When the freed soul shall bid this earth farewell ! 
It may perchance, yet if due space be giv'*D, 
If length of days for him be marked by Heav''n, 
For nobler ends his songs shall court the ear. 
Nor taste may scorn, nor worth disdain to hear. 

Land of the harmonious song and valVous deed ) 
For thee have scholars toiPd, and warriors bled ; 
^Twas love of thee swayed high the pondVous brand, 
Whose brightness gleamed o'*er EgypCs wastes of 

sand ; 
The love of thee glowed on the Iberian plain. 
And Gallic valour ply''d the sword in vain. 
Land of my sires, land of the brave, the free. 
Dear is thy wel&re, dear thy fame to me ; 
And oh i wer^t mine with heaven-taught minstrePs fire 
To wake to living lays th' Aonian lyre, 
Hv^n from the shade where Toil's vex^d children stray^ 
For Scotia'^s weal would rise th^ eternal lay ; 
Devote my heart to hopes that whisper Heaven, 
My songs to thee, to thee my fame were giv^n. 



when U^rd thy wamora cm the fields of S|MttD^ 
pd chaufi^less vicCry bless^ the long oampaigny 
When inirth oVr Brussels reigo^d with frolic swmy. 
Till veird in clouds, arose th^ ev^itful day, 
jWbose mufflM beam t** assembled nations showed 
The last dread eflbrts of the scourge of God, 
Then had I sung of thee, but then I strayed 
A truant schoot-boy , through the forest giade ; 
And though with daring hand the lyre I strung. 
Harsh were its tones, and rude th"* unstudied song. 
Yet on such theme had all my cares been vain. 
Had ev'^ry muse conspired to bless the strain ; 
¥or giant Bands then sway'd the mighty lyre. 
And sung of ^bt with all the warrior^s fire ; 
He to whose strains Flodden^s dread echoes rung. 
And he who died where first the muses sung. 

The fight is oV, yet gentla* themes of pmise. 
With still small voice demand the Foetus lays ; 
When learning triumphs, when the march of taste 
Scales the bleak hill, and gsuns upon the waste. 
Till toil, delighted as the tool he plies, 
Marks the bright scenes of early time arise, 
Cons what the Greek, and what the Roman sung, 
Or scans each cause from whence their glories sprung^ 
Say, shaQ the bard withhold th^ approving strain, 
And his lov^d land deserve the song in vain ? 

D 
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Of old, when death had quenched the Patriot's fite, 
The clasaic muse arose and struck the lyre; 
In living splendour glow'^d th^ awakened flame, 
A quenchless beacon on the steeps of fame. 
Of old the muse, the teaeher'a part essay'd. 
And useful arts with xnatdiless sluU di^lay^d ; 
Each rule of life in Homer's lay surviyes, 
The godlike Tharon's skill in Pindar lives, 
Horace instructs to raise tb^ Aonian strain, 
And Maro song t^ enrich the laboring swain. 
Not mine the skill to teadi, not mine the lyre 
Whose breathing strains could wake a smothered fire; 
Far easier tasks my feebler efforts daim. 
To address the tutored, fan a living flame. 
And yet this bosom owns the sickening fear 
Of Monia'^s jibe, and Crito^s frown severe ; 
It sure were sad to live, hope^s solace flown, 
Like QuiniOi fam'*d for tuneless verse alone. 

My timid fears confessed, ah, why that smile ! 
Oft lovely hopes my weary hours beguile. 
And, O I did cruel scorn its pow'rs essay, 
In cheerless gloom these hcqies would melt away. 
Yet mean the suppliant verse, if weak and low 
Of him whose hopea are high, the numbers flow, 
Keen eyed 6otM:empt her rightful ptey shall claim. 
Till kind pbHvi^m hides the wretdi from shame. 
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But, if flair genius string th^ obedient lyre. 
If evVy muse« and ev^rj grace inspire, 
Then should the scoffer spom the lofty strai», 
He dares a champion to the listed plain ; 
EVn he who scorns may live the butt of scorn, 
A theme of laughter to an age unborn. 

Sons of my native land ! ^tis yours to trace 
Each changeless trait that marks the human race ; 
And as th^ Egyptian priests with mysOry fraught. 
By signs, not words of Sphinx and Horus taught. 
So mid your stores, by things, not books ye scan. 
The powers and history of the mind of man. 
You checkered wall displays the arms of war. 
Of times remote, and actions distant fiir ; 
Alas ! the chib and bnmd bist serve to show 
How wide extends the reign of wrong and woe. 
Ah ! all that man has framM his image bears. 
And much of hate, and much of pride appears. 
Quit the sad thought 1 by these your stares ar(9 shown 
The varying manners various ages own. 
From the lone savage in the forest ^ade, 
Tir^d with the chace, in thoughtless vacance laid, 
Ev^n to the sage who spans the distant sun, 
Marks hcvw the twinkling stars thehr courses run. 
Steers straight the bark, no more by tempests driven^ 
Joins distant 9eas^ md curbs the bolt of Heaven* 
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O ! oft in thoughtful mood His yoiir's to stra3r ' 

To ruined towers, and oVlisks dusk and grey ; I 

Lonely tp muse 6*er wasted shapes sublime. 

Till fades the present, wakes the parted time. 

Oft it is your'*s to scan the failing page, 

Where sleep the legends of a credulous age ; 

Where quaint expressions, tuneless numbers lie. 

And shapes grotesque amaze the curious eye. 

No narrow pride the patient search confines 

To Albyn'*s wasted towers, and ruined shrines t 

Not to her fame all your regards are shown. 

Not to her records or her muse alone t 

Yet with more generous warmth the search proceeds 

O^er the lov'd relics of your Father's deeds. 

Men of cold hearts, their heads with learning stor\]^ 

(Men who, when Nero reigned, had life endured,) 

Admire dull ashes, hate a living flame. 

And praise the Roman when the Scot they Uame. 

Their dull affections to no country bound. 

In cold indifference range the world around ; 

Alike unfixed wher6 flows yon mountain stream, 

Or giant Mtatt lifts his voice in flame. 

Tell me what feats your sage cold sept have wrought. 

Declare your deeds ye men of sober thought ! 

And I will tell you why one Brutus bled. 

When Freedom smiPd^ and one when Freedom die<^ 
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y the firftt Edward^B hosts w«ie rmailj bmve^ 
J Philip finTd whea Drake essayed the wave^ 
hy rude Helvetia bless'd the bow of Teli, 
And why Hesperia droop'*d when Riego fel]« 
Kay! ^tis not wisdom pniropts die heartless sneer^ 
Man of the scboiJs^ your logic fiuls ^oa hefe ; 
The deeds of Rome no nobler flame confest. 
Than that which |^ws in ScotiaV dauntless breasi s 
One common source of each th* achievements clum, 
A lore of viitue, and a thirst for fame. 
Wretched that land must be no Patriot loves, 
Whose scenes oiddest no genVous fcdmg moves ; 
There totl» the slavey th^ unhappy tyrtalt there 
Trembles and frowns, imparts and feels despair: 
ye deep kam^d in all th' evtntaof time t 
The deeds of ev^ry age and evVy dime t 
Ev^a did the sweetest muse youi lc»e impart. 
Yet would I spurn the Imre that dulls the hsarc : 
That bids the dave cringe to his wietdied bid. 
And chiUs the Patriot's flame, and Uunts the 

Patriot^s swnd. 
Yesy 1 wiM boast, tiumgh angry sdmliasts diide^ 
And bearlfcss wits with stinglem |esta deride^ 
That first these eye* the light of Heaf*n beheld^ 
Where Fingal's might invading Rome repell^c^. 
Tell me ye learned, for ye the world have tried, 
From ThibetV wastes to blue CSmbVaeo's sid^ 
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Vacant and weak there sits the idiot boy. 

Of pain scsLTce conscious^ scarce alive to joy : 

A thousand busy sounds around him roar ; 

Trade wields the tool, and commerce plies the oar. 

But all unheeding of the restless scene, 

Of toil he nothing knows, and nought of gain : 

The thoughts of common minds were strange ta 

himj 
Ev'^n as to such a Napier'*s thoughts wouM seem. 
Thus as in men, in peopPd states we find 
Unequal powVs, and varied tones of mind ? 
Timid or dauntless, high of thought or low, 
Overwhelmed with phlegm,, or fraught witk fire they 

glow. 
And as the Sculptor^s art is better shown* 
In Eariaa marble, than in porous stone. 
Wreaths fresh or sear'd repay Refinements toil^. 
As genius owns^ or dulness stamps the soiL 
Where isles of eoral stud the southern main. 
And painted kings and cinctured warriors reigD,^ 
Nations there are who native worth possess. 
Whom evVy art shall courts each science bless ; 
And tribes there are, heavy of heart and slow, 
Ob whom na Goming age a change shall know. 

The swarthy Indians mid their fields of inaze, 
Scorched by the sun, not wium^^ by nobler rays,. 
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their inglorious years from youth to age, 
dull repose, brute lore, or cruel rage; 
ght of romance their boisterous passions tame ; 
love of song is theirs, no thirst for fame ; 
lougfat draws their fooUteps from th^ accustomed 

range; 
!o varying fashion bids their manners change ; 
ISv^nas the shaggy pest that wastes their fields, 
to them experience nought of wisdom yields ; 
I!t\i as the spring whose tides unvarying flow, 
jAs fiVd the' rires, so live the children now. 

[Not thus were Scotia^s sons, with genius fraught ; 

From age to age rolPd down their tide of thought^ 

EVn as the hill-bom, spring-fed river flows 

Onto the main, and broad, and broader grows. 

See how it swells ! along its busy marge 

Sveeps the war galley, and the gilded barge*^ 

Oft in eccentric maze these eddies play'd, 

Danc'd to the sun, or slumber'd in the shade, 

Orrous'd to felon ire, with tyrant sway, 

Svept flow'ry meads and wooded mounds away* 

Bat now that stream, scarce half its journey o'er, 

In idle wrath no longer wastes the shore ; 

^01* in the lazy pool ignobly sleeps; 

^w o'er the dizzy cliff in thunder leaps : 

^) broad, resistlessj^ white, with many a^i, 

With even course it cheers the peopled vale ; 
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Blithe labour toils, resounds the Fisher^s $oxig9 
Commerce exults as floats his bark along, 
Slow climbs the column gay, and sculptur^'d fane^ 
And creeps the city o^er the lessening pliun. 

No more the sword on Scotia''s hills is bar^d. 
In her deep vales no shouts of war are heard. 
No sharpened spear is fix'd th^ rest within. 
The lov'd applause of beauteous dames tcKwin^ 
No more in Gothic fanes the pompous rite. 
Does evil fiends or wandVing ghosts aflright; 
Her'^s now the fame of arts that call on praise^ 
The scholar'^s deep research, the poet^s lays, 
Hefs all the lore of Greece, and loftier stilt. 
The lore erst taught on Sion's awful bill. 

Forgive th"* untutorM muse ; 'tis her'*s to stray 
On devious paths, far from th^ intended way : 
She yet may learn to hold a steadier course,^ 
Nor waste on idle freaks her native force. 

^Tis youths each relic of the past to hoard, 
The warrior's rusted mail, and wasted sword. 
The rounded targe, the helm tbatgleamM afar 
Its mimic lightnings through the dpuds of war> 
The sparkling bracelet, once the maiden's pride 
Whose love to win brave knights their peers defied^ 
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Jfhe cross which demons fled and spectres pale, 
SThe sacred chalice, and the sculptured seal. 

Amid hit! store, care wrings the miser^s heart, 
And anxious doubts their sickening fears impart ; 
No lofty thought, high soaring o^er the rest. 
Bids gen'rous ardour fire the felon breast ; 
To earth^s dull trash his low affections cling, 
Ev'n to himself he lives a worthless thing, 
Ev'n to himself seem his lov^ treasures vain, 
Gathered with bitter toil, and kept with pain. 
Not thus ye feel, when placed amid your store, 
Ye turn with careful hands each relic o'*er. 
Wrecks of the dead ! awakes the bye-past time, 
Lurid, and dusk, and through with shapes sublime ; 
The tourny champion dares, the beacon flames^ 
Slow stalks the pageant, bright the falchion gleams, 
Rests in her antique bowV the maiden fair. 
Wild mu^c flows and banners float in air. 

Long be it your's each nameless joy to know 
Which thought-depicted scenes like these bestow, 
^is no mean wish— -in vain may fortune bless 
The tribe accursed whom anxious cares distress ; 
But they whom pleasing thoughts to joy exdte, 
Happy aball liv&*-^appy in fortune^s spite. 
O ! what WBM life to me, a (Peerless wild. 
Dark, rough, and loaet, til) &ney rose and smiled ; 
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Then die() each wasting care ; I followed gl^d, , 
While here with memVy, there with hope she stray V 
Ev^n now she comes; awake ye pow'*rs of song ! 
And bid her scenes, else transient, flourish long. 

Wide spreads a wooded land, steep hills arise, 
Deep lonely lakes reflect the azure skies, 
Brown streams descend, and on an iron coast 
In clouds of foam the moutntain waves are tossed. 
Land of my birth i these hills and lakes are thi«e, 
The brown swift rivers, and the restless brine ; 
But where thy cultured flelds, thy cities where. 
Thy seats of learning, or thy domes erf prayV ? 
Deep stillness reigns, repressed the voice of mom, 
Yet hark i from yonder wood the echoing horn ; 
A thousand sounds new wak^d assail the ear, 
I^o ! from the thicket bursts the startled deer, 
A thousand warriors, light of foot, pursue. 
Quivers the spear, and twangs the stubborn yew. 

Dost see that rustic hall ! lo, at the bound 
Where azure skies clasp the blue hills around, 
By winds unvex^d, for calm the breezes lie, 
iThe pillarM smoke gains on the morning sky. 
There dwells the hunter king, — some savage li«d 
Who sways the truncheon o^er a barbarous iiorde ; 
WavVing yet fierce, oft wrapt in wild excess^ 
A mail ip fight, a fiend, if vict^iy bleya : 
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saTage tten* at mmgfi WMte* db^. 
! '06 not AiB with Sekna'A nigiitjr khrd, 
the Bttmig anu j— his the mMtiu tvud i 
mild his sotti e? 'n es the samier shkmV 
t falls anseen when daj'^il fierce heate ave o'er ; 
wakeful peasant hears the patfring Iea¥es» 
thinks of waf ing fields^ and weightf sbeft^Hn 
meteor flash, O King I the qmtlesa fiinie 
J bard for thee firom other tiikicii JmA cfa^m: 
'n as the flame that eresta yon moomainV hmr 
>en OB thy oooirts poors dowte tkf insidioiia fiw^ 
And arm thy wmrriors--*such shali bediehgfat 
Of Finn's genVoas sou}, and awfal mighty 
When half the records of .the leam'd have koFdf 
And peaceful arts o^er deathfiil anas i^revitf d. 

But lo ! the saiiithera hill ia rdCigb widfr qpoir^ 
Sank urjpog raak^ aahintkss' host appeisn; 
Adown the steep, ten thousand warriors wind. 
And thoHisaads more come issdihg fiMafaeKind : 
Still pours Uie living, tide, ita heavy flow 
Seenis ceaseleto as the toeam thalT tdila bdbw. 

^tis the Roman comes I fli' unyiieldiiq^ hoik 
That moum BD fbid defeats j m bafetUs 



Foes 9itbe hrme^ yet war'^s dread sons are tbej, 
Foes of the free, yet foes to tyrast sway ; 
They come. I they come ! haste to the rolliog main ! 
The swords are bar^d were never barM in vain : 
Haste, launch the bark ! O.seek some distant hhovt 
The Roman comes, and Freedom's reign is oV J . 

Now fjGules the scene ; and now the (xh of night 
Casts o'^er the savage waste a doubtful light : 
The day has closed, O, ^twas a day of fear I 
The«din of .war no more assails the ear, 
Ko Toice is heard — ^lo ! on the battle plain 
The recreant fox stalks silent o'^er the slain t 
"^is stillness all ! where have the vanquished fled ? 
Heaps lie on heaps, are all our warriors dead ? 
See, to the north, -the sod no vestige bears 
Of hasty flight, nought of pursuit appears. 
Land of the free, all, all thy sons are alain ; 
Not one survives to crouch and wear the chain ! 

But, has the victor with the vanquish''d died ? 
Ko stnuns of mirth arise, 410 shouts of pride. 
No eagle standard o'er the field is reared. 
Nor sounds the footfall of the watchful guard, 
Nor in thepale cold ray of night appears 
The wall of bucklers, or the wood of qpears. 



FOSMS. 48 

Sly pour the legions of the conqVing foe 
er Scotia's northern wastes the tide of woe f 
! what can court theiM to tV unlovely wilcJ, 
Where weeps ihe maid bereavM, and sireless child? 
There vain the sword, there noiie the sword essaj, 
All, all who bravely dar^d have passed away. • 
Where rest the foe ? no answering echoes come ; 
Where orb of night th' unyielding hosts of Rome .^ 

Broken; dispersal, dismayed, the invaders fly 

On to their wall, — they toil, they bleed, they die ; 

No friendly covert in their flight they find. 

And terrible the sword that gleams behind. \ 



Go baffled spoiler I seek on other fields 
Th^ inglorious wreath, an easy conquest yieldis ; 
Think of the past f the Gaul was brave in vain, 
Carthage has faiPd, and Athens wears the chmn ; 
Then raise the obelisk, bid the medal shine. 
Bating one little spot, the world is thine. 

Who wakes the harp ! on yonder cheerless waste 
The deep notes mingle with the'mountain blast ; 
Loud, and more loud across the wild they pour,' 
Was ever strain so sad and sweet before I 
And lo, the bard ! his straggling locks are grey, 
In v»n for him is pourM the beam of day, 
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His giant liio]bi the irbills of age invadt ; 
Brown is bi^ helm, and brown his pon4*roi|9 \M^ 
Wanderer on lifers la^t Terge, the pa^ fcMr bi|9 
Has nuiny a diarm, tbe piesienit da}' is dim)*-^ 
Dhq to bis be^rt as to bis eye tbe ray, 
For all his ear}y friei^d^ b^^? passM aw^y^ 
Lonely be ifings where ^a^d th)s instUng be|Uh» 
Fo|ir mofsy stones mark oi^t the bouse of d^th ; 
There sleep the braise, his long last home is there, 
Who toufj^^i tp f^^^ i^d 99nquer'd J)ut tp ^fm^ 

Who wakes tb^ ^^$rp f yefini b^ve ^oH stole m93 
Aught of bif ^ul| tl)W{ph thin bis lpcki| aii4 Sff y I 
The dull pale hue of age his cheek has fled ; 
Like mom^s first beftip it g)pwjs i^ hectip red) 
While p^ljf e^I^ Sf|{b|ilf §«? orb ;-rrtb^ m^f^ }yr? 
Yields ^\ \t^ syfpRt^e^ tq ^b^ ipa$ter> ^e ; 
Of wfif be f ipjfs^-rbJue shielded l^ost^ engage ; 
The minstrf I glpijrs wi^ ^^ ^h^ Hirarppr'^s ragis ; 
{x)uder and hq\^^ 9FPU9 t)i* ^llfetter'd straiii, 
And rocks and hills repeat the tones again. 

Ah f ^qt ^nhe^^d 19 Q,^iaft> ^pUing SQUg, 
The shades of heroes ro^Q4 tbeir wjin^rel tbrgng j 
Not echoes v^ice flon^ repef^ts tbe sound 
From silent rocki^, md ypicejei^s hills ^i^PUnd ; 
Not in that rush is heard tbe torrep(> W9^ « 
Nor in these murmurs speaks the blast alone ; 



Wrapt in tbeir vkurless robes the dead are Dear, 

And ^tis th^ applause of parted shades ye hear. 

• ■ ■ ■ ' ■ ' ' 

But lo ! a man of tbomghtful brow appears,-— 
Not Albyrfs mien, nor Albyn's' garb he wears ; 
From distant lands the bold adventurer came^^ 
Bold, but no giant limbs support his frame ; 
His sword, if e^r •twa&'his the sword to sway, 
Shot no appalling gleam- in battle day : 
Though o*er his faice oft ffits a peaceful smile, 
Wasted with thought he seems, and spent with toil. 
! it is his suffering immovM to bear, 
N^t death itself for him has aught of fear ; 
His God his trust and joy, he dar'^d- the wave^ 
Wiids, woods) and'^l^ekms his brother men to sare : 
Faith is his theaibj he ^Us of sins fergiv^n ' 
Through Hisi wbddied^n earth and reigns in Heair^n. 
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His well-knowir Areftd the minstrePs ear has caught, 
And swdte the noblfc' soi^ with^ loftier thought : 
The battle giows^ ^elds ring, and falchions 6)asji, 
Winds swell, "i^ild^'thiitiders roar^ and lij^h things 
flash; t -'•> - ' 
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by Heaven's Him life, Fi^gld ia tiber^ ' 

Stivams cm tbe IdM tbe warrior^t hmty fasiir ; 
Onward be strides, recedes th^ astonished foe, 
While rise viid slmek$ &f piua^ idid groans of «M>e ; 
Dark showers dest^nd, lashed by the teaaftest'a ^iaig ; 
Grey wreaths of Dsist tosWond ihe waHnor kipg ; 
And still the tumult sw^ybv— 6b^ heroes^ on 1 
The aged Fingal braves the igbl akuie ! 
The clang of steel bursts from tbs meteor wresiib. 
The kings are there, and tliere the strife of death. — ^ 
Why sinks the strain ? Cathmor's dread mighi is low> 
And Ossian sorrows o'er the generous fee. 

As fade the meteor ligl^ of ao^tbeni ski^ 
The virion fades^ and stuaigbt new soepes arise. 
Ah ! land of woe, thine many an iH loshaw. 
Still rings thy buckler, stiU ihy blade is bane* 
While yet th^ invader^s flight we trace in gore» 
The Danish ked assaults the ^$stad sbone ; 
The cottage flames^ yon^iigiir'dlowier aroiltMi 
Deep groans of wcks» and dioats^f war ifasouad^ 
Again the battle joins, the invidctos fiiil, 
And call for safety to the rising gale ; 
Recedes the shore, the curling breeses play. 
Ignobly safe the spoiler j ias t efc away > 
Ah ! land of woe ! and yet cotaipbint were vain. 
No life df peace is th^'a who i^um the 
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The slaTe laay rert lum irfies Us tadk is oV, 
Safe a$ th^ Jisard in the forest bower ; 
Ko falchion o^er him wooes the beam of Heaven, 
Nor e*tf to wastiqg flan^ his roefs are^v^ ; 
Tet wastes his soul, as if 'tw«« taught to feel 
The riige of angry flames, and ruthless steel : 
Desolate it lies a said unlovely scenes 
Crowded with coward ^ears, aad. shapes of pain ;; 
Laaguid its hopes, repressed its virloas Ue^ 
The lash resoufidSj^ and hark tV mmanlj cry t 



Ah ! small thy skil) »y aiuse, and wrndL thy strain^ 
Too sure I feel thy lyre is swept in vain x 
With all the warmth of truth the nisions glow, 
But rough, and fiudt, and dull the numhers flow : 
Lost inamaieeof words iheeolottvs lio. 
And scarce an outline grfeU the pnictic-deye.. 
With other thoughts than diese I wak\l the iyre,— 
With other hopes I bade the muse inspive ; 
The soroei^ss Faney warM her asagic waad^ 
And liv^d the w^nttiies of my natare lattd. 
Murmured her forests, stit«teh^d her nr^sies <]f faiown. 
Skirted with foam her ataeaaas aame loitfibiingjdbwii, 
Har patfakss clift asmir^^an Aaatreskjf, 
Vales, :lakes» and seas nish\l on Aa wand^nng e^. 
But now these vinon* fode,rHny norlalihy, 
lu voiae i^nee adii% iitfU)d, asust fit^^^an^, 
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Ev^n as the breeze that oft the wintry wild 
Sung to the stream^ ere spring arose and smird* 



Fain would I sing how Wallace fought and bled ; 
How toiiM the Bruce ere bafflied faction died ; 
How HeaT^ns own sons severM the Papal chain. 
When dungeons yawned; and ftgots blasHin vain ;/ 
How sainted Cargil darM the fierce Dalzell ; ^ 

And how the firithAil mourned when Cameron fell. 
And there are banh of Scotia'^s earlier days, 
Whose numbers roughen, and whose fame decays^ 
Whose wit uncouth little of mirth can givcj 
For scarce the embers of tlteir flames survive ; 
These woiild I sing ; — ^but ah ! my feeble song. 
Ho minstrel^'s failing fame shall e*er prolong ; 
Nor o'er the warrior sh^ fresh ray& of fanle; 
Nor from'the Saint imbibe a purer flame. 
Sons of my nati W^and ! long have I strayed 
A lonely wai^^r in th"* unnottcM shade ; • 
Wak'd to axoiind of toil when w^kes the day. 
And scarce itdeas'd when dies the light away ; 
Too sure it is of me the Fates require 
To sway the mailet, not to wakifethe \yte. 
€ease anxious thbughft; content has smoothed the pa^ 
Fajie^ s. faVthues o^er .the rough . sceiie are cast ; • 
Th' untutoitd-muse, though' rude heWnumbers fio* 
Controls eack^vag^e^sumuse^that bede^'of'woe ; 
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At midiijght hpur |pr ber tbe gloom hiui aaii% 
•Asdg]aw*cl, each sqene when w'mtxj blasts preTaiTd^ 
$v'o ia jti^at loTe I bear my native ^il, 
A pleasure dwells that smooths the brow of toil ; 
riends in the rocks, the hills, the streams, I find, 
iVo glow the flowers with soul, the trees with mind, 
And fancies high, for me, and thoughts sublime 
Perch on the mossy fanes of ancient time. 
All, all I see or hear some joy insjnres, 
Sura in my breast a thousand fadeless flres ; 
phe chills of grief io quench these flames essay^ 
A moment flies, these chills have passed away ; 
[Ev^Q as the morning dew that gem''d the flower, 
When day^s fierce orb sends forth his beam of power. 
liand of the brave, the learned, the wise, the free, 
Dear is thy welfare, dear thy fame to me : 
lO ! though my songs shall ne^er increase that fame, 
Ne^er shall my deeds emblush thy cheek with shame : 
Want, dire disease, and toil, their pangs may give, 
Bat he who fears not death unblamM nmy live. 
Confirm my trust in thee, thou King of Heaven, 
?or strength is his to whom thy pow'r is given. 

0! pleasant His to thread unvex^d by strife, 
fhe secret tracks of the deceiving life, 
Unknown, unfam^d, timers dubious span to pass, 
Aad hope in partial quiet for active bliss,— ^ 
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Bliss in a land where nought of woe is found, 
Where fadeless pleasures urge the ceaseless round, 
Where all seem pure, though all the heart display, 
Fair without pride, and without madness gay. 
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GLORY^—An ODR 

attempted ix the manneu of datijd and asa?m. 

Why blooms so fresh diat Uood j wreath. 

Of triumph o^er the slain ! 
why unceasing swells the breath 

Of glory, false and vain i 
Why of Heaven^s curse thus madly proud t 

Since first our woes began, 
The sharpest, heaviest scourge of God, 

Proves man^s wrath wreakM on man. 

Think of that foe to peaceful men, 

Him of the crimson'^d swcmi. 
Whom tremb*ling monarchs sued in vain,. . 

And godless men adorM : 
Bushed be to war— the battle shout, i * 

The groans of death arose, ' > 

Till wild dismay in coward route 

Scattered that conqueror's foes. 
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Lo ! from Siberians wolds the blast 

Storm-fraught, comes driving on. 
Prostrate, beneath its fierceness cast, 

That conqueror^s strength is gone. 
His strength is gone, hi» locks are shorn ; 

Again he seeks the field, 
But backward is that warrior borne ; 

His weO-prov^d legions yield. 

Around jxm h\e the wild winds sing,-^ 

Wild foams the ai^y main ; 
There pines redrM a wretched tbkig« 

A man of care and pain. 
His dmsky brow is clouded o^er^ 

Yet mute the voice of woe :— 
Ha ! poor dethroned god of war, 

Where ore thy thunders now ? 

Thine many deem a coward part, 

Man of the lone abode ! 
And see a mortalV faUiiig heart, 

But not the hand of Grod^ 
That mighty hand stretch^ o'er thy heid, 

In many a deadly fray, 
Through floods of gore, o'er hiUa of dead, 

Urg'd thy resistless' waj . 



The little king( fled from their throned, 

Or lay beneath them bound ; 
Whilst thou, as little, heard their groatis, 

And glory deemM the sound. 
Glory ! but was that glory thine, 

Or his who calPd thee forth ? 
Thyself a mean and guilty thing, 

To scourge a guilty earth. 

A brand graspM by an aYiti of might ; 

A bolt by archer thrown ; 
A pawn mov^d in the game of fate, 

By power not its own : 
The brand is sheath'd, the game is o^er^ 

The bolt has wing'd its way ; 
Ah ! what art thou, reft of thy powV ? 

A lord whom noae obey. 

Be God, the God of Hosts ador'd ; 

Though fierce his anger burn. 
Though ruthless coiiquel-ors ply the sw6fd> 

And wretched captives mourn : 
While terrors fill his awful hand, 

Still is hift mercy near ; 
He bled who rules th^ avenging oraiid> 

Pierced by th' avenging speaf. 
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And are those weak and foolish men 

Reckoned, or brave, or wise. 
Who deem the blessed Gospel vain, 

And Heaven^s best gift despise ; 
Who glory in th' unholy strife, 

And praise the men of blood. 
Scorning th^ Incarnate, for his life 

Was spent in doing good. 

Be wise my soul ! the calms of peace, 

For strife thou fain wouldst flee. 
And, heard from far, war's horrid voice 

Is music oft to thee. 
O ! wouldst thou be, and deem thee blest, 

A low and guilty thing, 
Like Alexander of the East, 

Or Sweden's iron king ? 

How joinM these gods th' unglorying dead ? 

Would such their thrones resign ? 
Ha ! whether speeds that ball of lead ? 

Why glows that cup of wine ? 
Than they who spake and empires fell, 

In Heaven's predestined hour. 
That ruddy cup, that Uttle ball, 

Assum'd a mightier powV. 



l^OEMS. 55 

Be wise my soul ! and, O ! to Heav'n 

Still be thy prayVs addressed, 
Vile as thou art, to thee is g^ven 

A life no fears molest ; 
Thou bast not shrunk the sword beneath^ 

Nor wav^d the sword on high, 
Nor trembrd on the edge of death, 

Nor bade the vanquish'd die : * ^. 

Nor smoking hut, nor ravagM plain 

With grief or joy hast seen ; 
Nor sought, nor was besought in vain. 

Nor scourge, nor scourged hast been: 
But thou art vile ! why rests the spear* 

From tinge of erimson free ? 
O ! glory be to him who bare 

The spearV sharp wound fwr thee^ ^'[^ 
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LINES WRITTEN AT THE GRAVE Ol 

A DEAR FRIEND. 

Through crowded &treQCfi, Diog'nei held his way, 
And blaz'*d his torch though flamed the orb of day 
A man he sougbt,-<*to bear th^l; hcmourM n&m^% 
Earth^s common son^s had urg^d i^ baseless claim. 
Spirit to aid erq drooping virtue failM, 
Warmth to oppose when tyrant vice pr^v« W, 
To wisdom, wit, md fire to sense allied. 
Worth, courage, thought, that lofty name inplied:- 
A man he sought where tbrong'd the sb^ipea of men 
And wondering Athens b%.w tb« se^ircb was vain. 
The bold in battle, and the loud in pray'r. 
Scholars and Priests, Sages and Bards were there, 
Art, power, and zeal, and courage firm and high, 
Yet all in vain— he passed unheeding by. 

Ah ! thus, the Cynic lash'd each vulgar aim. 
The lust of power, the quenchless thirst for fame : 
Though valour triumphs, though proud talents blaze 
To dreaded scorn the selfish aim betrays ; 
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Ver the vain pageant idl the virtues frown,. 

And idiot folly twines the wreath alone. 

But ah ! if conscious, from the sculptured prison 

Where guards the dog,* that awful sage had risen. 

Of later times each sinuous aim to show, 

Bis search had ceased with him who sleeps below : 

Bad ceased his wit with truths^ keen gibes to move,— ^ 

Croma had ^ven what Athens failed ta give 

And art thou gone, friend of my early di^ ! 
And has thy spirit passM from earth away ! 
Ah ! when in sad and thoughtful mood I cast 
The glance of mem^y cfer the checkered past, 
In every scene where comfort has a share. 
My friend, my more than father, thou art therew 
How sad the wreck that ruthless death has made ! 
Aheap of sordid dust, an airy shade 
Is he, whom late to ill no force could bend. 
The kind companion, and the genVous friend, 
The wise to think and act, the prompt to feely 
Or grief, or joy,,at others woe or weal. 

When stem oppression braves the indignant sky, 
Of front elate, proud heart, and cruel eye. 



* '< There was erected beside hit (Diogenes) tomb a dog of Fatian 
»«rble."— J'e««ftm'# Life of Dio^enet. 



58 BOE119. 

O ! if with k«ea denre this boflom burns 
To dash the monster to the earth it spurns ; 
O ! if I deem too low for serious bate 
The sordid wealthy, and the little great ; 
O ! if recoils my soul from Mammon^s strife. 
If soars my spirit o'*er the ills of life. 
If grandeur'*s heights with sober eye I scan, 
And rate by morals, not by wealth the man. 
To thee, to thee each better thought I 6we, 
Th^ indignant feeling, and the gen'rous glow. 

And art thou gone ! in vain the muse essays,- 
For him she lovM the lyre of honest praise ; 
A doubtful sound the slackened strings afford, 
Her ^wing tears have damp'd each languid chord. 

Now falls the nighty and hark J the hollow breeze^ 
Sweeps the scant stream, and bends the fading trees, 
Mournfully slow their giant arms they wave. 
And the torn foliage strews thy lowly grave — 
The shower descends,— 'half crazM by thought, to mt 
Weeps the vexM clouds, and moans the blast for thee; 
For thee the trees their leaves untimdy shed. 
And winter comes to mourn the honoured dead. 
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ODE TO WILLIAM. 



The straits of youth we've passed, the wave 

Before lies spreading wide ; 
Doubtful our course, yet hoist the sail, 

And catch the favoring tide. 

Fav'ring? we know not where it leads. 

For darkness broods before ; 
But this we know, all care is vain,— - 

Vain ev'a the pilot^s lore. 

See, all unharm'^d, the careless skiff 

Is drifting o^er the main. 
While skill bemoans his sinking bark, 

And prudence toiU in vain. 

The seaward sky is dark, the blast 

Is driving fiercely by ; 
Wild from tbe distant stoEm is heavd 

The drowning smlor^ cry. 
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But bright our little barks around 
The rainbow-dolphins sport. 

And as secure we tilt the waves 
As him who rides in port 

Then wide unfurl our streamers bright^ 
Let all show glad and gay ; 

^Twere surely vain to mourn the ills 
That wait some distant day. 

Tell rae, my WiUiam, why does grief 

The moody bosom cark ? 
Why steer so far from brother men 

Thy solitary bark ? 

T were sure unwise to seek the storm,. 
Or court the bolt of Heaven ; 

And as unwise to cherish woe 
When* peace and joy are given. 

Friendship has many a soothing charm 

To glad the evil day ; 
Say, wherefore sieer a lonely course, . 

From every friend away ? 

Whea sweeps the blast of dire misbap,. 
When wintry tempests rave. 
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No eye shall turn to heaven for thee, 
No prayV becalm the wave. 

And should the wrathful billows close 

In darkness o^er thy head, 
For thee no sorrowing wail would rise^ 

No dirge lament the dead. 

Say, steer you thus your course alone 

To sigh o^er fictions woe ? 
The time may come when real ill 

Shall force the tear to flow. 

Say, have thy wanton hopes beguil'd ? 

Thy trusted friend betray'd ? 
Or pin^'st thou for the meed of fame P 

Or frowns some beauteous maid ? 

Say, does the stern unheeding wave 

Thy truest friend enfold ? 
Say, dost thou pine for vulgar joys 

That rich ones buy with gold P 

Or say, secure in youthful might. 

Fight you the wave alone ? 
Alas ! the wild, rough, stubborn wave, 

A conqueror owns in none. 
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Vour heart is hope-beguil'd, if slight 
Yon gath''ring tempests seem , 

The ills of life you little know. 
If light these ills you deem. 

! crufth'd these pondVous ills beneath, 
Once groan'd th^ Eternal one ; 

Ev'n He whose hand sustains the sky, 
And rolls the mighty sun. 

But ^tis not this you think, oft heaves 

The half suppressed sigh, 
His heart is proud who dares the wave, 

His baseless hopes are high. 

Tell me my William, why does grief 

Thy moody bosom cark ? 
Why steer so far from brother men 

Thy solitary bark ? 
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ODE TO THE NESS. 



Child of the lake whose silvVy gleam 

Cheers the rough desert dark and lone, 
A brown, deep, sullen, restless stream, 

With ceaseless speed thou hurriest on. 
And yet thy banks with flowers are gay, 

The sun laughs on thy ample breast. 
And o'^er thy tides the zephyrs play. 

Though nought be thine of quiet rest 

Stream of the lake ! to him who strays 

Lonely, thy winding marge along, 
Not fraught with lore of ^ther days. 

And yet not all unblest in song. 
To him thou tell'st of busy men 

Who madly waste their present day. 
Pursuing hopes baseless as vain, . 

While life un tasted glides away. 

Stream of the lake, why hasten on ? 
A boisterovis ocean spreads before. 
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Where dash dark tides, and wild winds moan, 
And foam wreaths skirt a cheerless shore ; 

Nor bending flowers, nor waving fields, 
Nor aught of rest is there for thee,— 

But rest to thee no pleasure yields ; 
Then haste and join the stormy sea. 

Stream of the lake, of bloody men 

Who dare the guilty fight to tryj 
Who seek for joy in mortal pain, 

Music in misery's thrilling cry. 
Thou telFst ; peace yields no joy to theWj 

Nor harmless pleasures golden smile ; 
Of evil deed the cheerless fame 

Is all the meed that crowns their toil. 

Ah ! not like thine, if pleasure shone. 

Stream of the deep and peaceful lake, 
His course, whom hardship urges on 

Through cheerless waste and thorny brake, 
Would be, — each pleasing scene he loves, 

And peace is all his hearfs desire ; 
And ah ! of scenes where pleasure roves, 

And peace, could gentle minstrel tire. 

Stream of the lake ! for thee await 
The tempests of an angry main ; 
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A brighter hope, a lovlier fate 

He boasts whose present course is pain. 

Yes, ev^n for him may death prepme 
A home of pleasure, peace, and love; 

Thus blessM bj hope, little his care 

Though rough his present course may prove. 
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PSALM CXXXIX. 



Lord thou hast searched this heart, hast known 
Each ^parted wish, each vanished care, 

What stamp my present musings own, 
And what the torm they yet shall bear. 

Ev^n from my lips no murmurings flow. 
But lo, thou know^st each whispered word; 

And shields thine arm where e^er I go ; 
Above, around me reigns die Lord. 

Such knowledge is supremely high ; 

Can clay-pressed thought its heights attain? 
Abashed I veil the dazzled eye , 

That scans these dizzy he%hts in vain. 

Where shall I from thy Spirit hide ? 

Say, from thy presence whither fly ? 
Lo, thou art there, if heaven I tread, 

Lo, there, if stretched in hell I lie. 
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If on the moniing**8 wings I soar. 
Or dwell where rolls the lonely ses. 

Thy watchful arm shall shield me o^er. 
Thy right hand hold and comfort me. 

From thee, I said, darkness shall shroud 
The things which veiPd heneath it lie ; 

Vain thought ! to thee night^s blackest cloud 
Is bright as mom^s empurpled sky. 

Whiloyet a formic nameless clod 

In kindred earth unmarked I lay, 
Known were my members all to Grod, 

As when I walked in open day. 

Yea, known when in earib^s deepest gloom 

My dull material part was made ; 
Yea, known when in my mother'^s womb 

Thy covering o^er this frame was laid. 

How wond^rous, Lord, the gifts thou ^st given. 
This heaving breast and sparkling eye, 

This soul whose musings rise to Heaven, 
With longing hopes and wishes high. 

Ugw precious are thy thoughts to me ; 
Can human tongue the sum declare ? 
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The sands that skirt the patbkss 8e» 
In number sink benea^ comparer 

And live there of the raoe of men^ 
Weak creatures of earth^s mouldVing sod t 

Whose idle ton^ues^ unstaid. and vain. 
In reckless nurth assail my Crod* 

They mock ev^n Thee whose gloriouj^Bii^i 
In little part the heavens display, 

When cloudless reigns the spangled nifi^ 
Or flames the Yulgje^nt orb of day. 

Ah ! live there of eartb^s fallen race 
Who weakly proud thy mercies spurn ; 

Who waste th^ day of pr(^r'!d gra^^, 
And fearless bid tbiii^ apger bur«. 

Ere flamei^ thy wrath on ctarth belowj^ 
O ! be thy Spirit poured on me ; 

And I will deem the wreteh mry foe 
Who ca^ts his idle ibrei^s at thee. 

Search me, O God I try my b^»rt ! 

Try evVy thought^ each keen desire,. 
And bid each evil wish depart. 

And warm my heart with holy ^r^k 
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do thou guide me, O my Grod, 
1 that fair path which leads to heaven ; 
jre cheer'd by thee the Saints have trod, 
heir griefs solaced, their sins forgiven. 
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GREECE.— Ah ODE: 



Written short after the surrender aftht Acropolis 



I. 



Alas (or hapless Greece ! again 

The dark clouds gather round her head; 
Her Byrotf s lyre was swept in vain, 

In vain her children bled. 
A meteor crescent blaz'*d on high. 

With balefid influence scattMng death ; 
Of nerveless hand and ray less eye. 
Lost to each ^nobling energy, 

Cecropia pin^d beneath. 
When failed that crescent^s withering ray, 

I turned to haU a rising sun ; 
But clouds obscurM the orb of day ; 
Alas ! its glories died away. 

And scarce its course begun. 
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II. 



Alas for Greeee ! the Muses^ well 
Is choked with many a corse^ and red with gdre ; 
On th^r cloud crested hill no more 

Th^ affrighted maidens dwell. 
Alas for Greece ! though Heaven has shed 
A double halo round her head, 

Though graven d^p her deeds of fame^ 
Her ships >are sunk, her fields are red, 

Her towers are wrapp'^d in flame. 
The tyranCs brand is whirPd on high, 

The Moslem hosts are gathering round} 
Ked lightnings flash athwart the sky, 

Low thunders rock the ground. 

III. 

Alas for Greece ! the sacred tomb. 

The gay arcade, the sculptured wall. 
Again partake her children's doom. 

Yea, share her aeoond fall. 
Of mild R^nement's rogn they told,. 
Of mighty deeds performed of old. 
Of bim who taught, and him who bled. 
When science smil'd, en* glory led. 
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Now sunk in earth the sacred fane : 

0''er thee, O Greece, is darkness shed ! 
Tiiy daughters soil^l, thy warriors slain : 
Alas ! can mortal arm again 

Exalt thy lowly head ! 



IV. 



Alas for Greece ! but not alone 

For wretched Greece the tear shall flow ; 
Adbnf d by glory's brightest zone, 

Her fame shall sooth her woe. 
But thou proud home of wealth, for thee 
Heavy the Patriot'*s heart must be ; 

O where that generous spirit fled 
Which rose a kindred faith to shield, 
When o'er full many a crimsoned field 

Sweden's best warrior led ! * 
Say, dark of spirit, hast thou sold 
The souls of men for sordid gold^ 
And plied each art of niggard tirade, 
When hapless patriots toiPd and bled ; 
And filled thy c<ifl9srs o'er the dead. 



* Gustevm Adolpbus. 



FO£U« 7S 



V. 



Rouse tkee, O Greece f a fearful sign 

Is picturM on the awful sky ; 
Bttin ftwaits the Moslem line, 

Mabomet'^s faith shall die [ 
The falchion cleaves the turban^d head,. 

The EoranV darkened page is torn, 
And Turkey^s streams are rolling red 
With blood of the unborn. 
Arise ! arise, ye visions gay 
Of awful Heaven^s predestinM day ! 
Fast gleams the brand, the Moslems fall 
Death struck, behind the ^leagured wall>. 
The ^Ided mosque is flaming high, 
Besounds the victory's ardent cry, 
The vulture''s beak is soiPd and red, 
And reels the tyger drunk with blood. 

VI. 

Alas for hapless Greece t again 

The dark clouds gather round her head ;, 
Her Byron^s Ijrrc was swept in vajn, 

In vain her children bled. 
But vengeance loads the coming gale. 

And ere the tyrant grasps the rod^. 



74 ^ POEMS. 

His soul shall shrink, his strength shall fieul 

Beneath the brand of Grod ! 
Repose my lyre ! thy artless strain 
Shall court the ear of taste in vain, 
But Heaven can shme on Greece and thee, 
""Till prized the one, the other free. 
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OBE TO MY MITHER TONGUE. 



I lo^e the tones in mine ear that rung 

In the days whan care was unkennM tome ; 
Ay, I lo'e thee weel my mither tongue, 

Though gloom the sons o' lear at thee. 
£v^n now, though little skillM to sing, 

Tve raxM me down thy simple lyre ; 
O ! while I sweep ilk sounding string, 

Nymph o^ my mither tongue, inspire ! 

I lo*e thee weel my mither tongue, 

Nane ither sure can match we thee I 
Thine were the strains my nourice sung 

Whan pleasM I sat on the careful knee. 
Ah ! he whose loss FU aye bewail, 

Aft soothM in thee my sorrows vain ; 
Alas ! that heart sae warm and leal, 

Suld lie in the cauld unlovely main. 

Of hue divert my minates fled 
Whan I was feckless young and sma* 



i 
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An^ now much checker^ o^er my head 

Life's riper years flit fast awa** ; 
For pain, my mither tongue, an^ grief 

Comes mony a weary way to me ; , 
What makes these pains an^ sorrows brief ? ' 

The friendly solace poured in thee. 

I lo^e thee weel my mither tongue, 

An^ a*" thy tales, or sad or wild ; 
Right early to my heart theyVe clung. 

Bight soon my dark'^ning thoughts beguiTd. 
Ay, aft to thy sangs o^ a lang syne day, 

That tell o' the bluidy fight sublime 
I\e listenM, till died the preset away, 

An*^ returned the deeds o** departed timew 

An^ gloom the sons o^ lear at thee ? 

An^ art thou reckoned poor and mean P 
Ah ! could I tell as weeFs I see 

O^ a^ thou art, an^ a^ thou^st been ! 
In thee has sung th^ enraptured bard 

His triumphs over pain and care ; 
In courts an^ camps thy voice was heard^ 

Aft heard within the house o^ pmyV. 

In thee, whan came proud England^s might 
Wi^ its steel to dismay, and its gold to aedhioe,. 
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Blaz^ the bright soul o' the Wallace wight, 
And the patriot thoughts o' the noble Bruce. 

Thine were the rousing stifains that breathM 
Frae the warrior bard ere clos'd the fray. 

Thine whan victory his t^nples wreathM, 
The sang that arose o'^er the prostrate fae. 

An^ loftier still, the enrapturM saint, 

Whan the life o' time was glimmVing awa. 
Joyful o* heart, though feeble atf faint, 

Tauld in thee o' the glories he saw ^ 

0* the visions bright o^ a' coming life, 

0' angels that joy o'er the closing grave, 
An' o' Him that bure turmoil an"* strife 
The Children d* death to succour an^ save. 

Ad' aft whan the bluid hounds track'd the heath. 

Whan foUow'd the bands o' the bluidy Dundee,* 
The sang o' praise, and the prayV o! death. 

Arose to Heaven in thee. 
In thee whan Heaven's ain sons were call'd 

To sever ilk link o' the papal chain^ 
ThunderM the ire o' that champion bauldf 

Whom threat'nings an' dangers assail'd in vain. 



* VUcount Dundee. -f Knax. 
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Hight bauld an^ slee were Fergie^s lays, 
An^ roared the laugh whan Bamsay sung 

But wha without a tear can name 
The swmn this warP shall ne'er forget ! 

Thine inither tongue his sangs o' fame, — 
'Twill learning be to ken thee yet. 

For him wha now essays the lyre 

That thriird sae sweet in bye-gane time, 
Scarce hauflins warm'd wi' minstrel fire. 

An' little skilPd in lear o" rhyme. 
What meed remains ? hope that his sang. 

Rude though it be, an' harsh I ween, 
May shaw f u' lang my mither tongue 

That neither weak thy must nor mean* 
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ELEGY- 



O ! saftly sighs the wesUin breeze. 

Through floweries pearPd wi dew^ 
An' brightly leims the goiiden sky, 

That skirts the mouritain blue. 
An^ sweet the birken trees amangt 

Swells mony a blythsome lay ; 
An loud the brattlin bumie's voice 

Comes soundio up the brae. 

But ah ! nae mair the sweets o* spring 

Can glad my wearied ee ; 
Nae mair the summer^s opening bloom 

Gies aught o^ joy to me ; 
Dark, dark to me the pearly flowers. 

An sad the mavis sang, 
An"^ little heart hae I to roam 

These leafy groves araang. 

She^s gane ! she^s gane ! the lovliest maid ! 
Atf wae o'erpressed I pine ; 
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The grass waves o^er my Myra's grave,— 

Ah ! ance I ca*d her mine. 
What ither choice does fate afford^ 

Than just to mourn an dee ! 
Sin^ gane the star that cheer'd my sky, 

The beam that blessed my e^e. 

At gloamin^ hour aiangthe burn,. 

Alane she loeM to stray. 
To pu^ the rose o^ crimson bloom. 

An' haw-flower purple-grey. 
Their siller leaves the willins wav'^d 

As passM that maiden by ; 
An sweeter burst* the birdies sang - 

Frae poplar straight an' high. 

Fu' aften have I watch'd at e'en 

These birken trees amang. 
To bless the bonny face that tum'd 

To whare the mavis sang ; 
An' aft I've cross'd that grassy patK 

To catch my Myra's e'e : 
soon this winding dell became 

A blessful haunt to me. 

Naemair a wasting form within,. 
A wretched heart I bore ; 

h8 
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Nae mair unkeat, unloVd^ an* lone^ 

The warl I wander'^d o'er. 
Not then like now my life was wae» 

Not then this heart repined. 
Nor aught of coming ill I thought, 

Nor sighM to look behind. 

Cheered by gay Hope's enliv'mng ray^ 

An wata'd wi' minstrel fire, 
Th^ expected meed that maidens stnile^ 

I strung my rustic lyre. 
That lyre a pitying muse had given 

To me, fbrwrought wi*^ toil ; 
She bade me wi^ its simple tones 

The weary hours beguile. 

Lang had it been my secret pride^ 

Though nane its strains might h^ar ;; 
For neVr till then tremUM its chords 

To woo a listening ear« 
The forest echoes to its voice 

Fu"* sad, had aft complained, 
Whan mingling w? its wayward straio; 

Murmured the midnight wilid. 

Harsh were its tenes,^ yet Myra pmis^d^ 
The wild an^ iH'tlesjS strain ; 
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In pride I strung my lyre anew^ 

An^ wakM its chords again. 
The sound was sad, the sparkling tear 

Arose in Myra's e'e, 
An** mair I lo'ed that artless drap. 

Than a^ the warF could gPe. 

To wean the heart frae warldly grief,, 

Frae warldly moil an^ care. 
Could maiden smile a lovlier smile ? 

Or drap a tendVer tear ? 
But now she^s gane,-^ark, dark, an^ drear 

Her lang lang sleep maun be : 
But ah I mair drear the years o^ Ufe 

That still remain to me ! 

Whan o'er the raging ocean wave 

The gloom d* night is spread^ 
If leims the twinkling beacon-light^ 

The sailor'^s heart is glad. 
In hope he steers, but mid the storm 

If sinks the warning ray, 
Die& a' that hc^, an' flails his sauI, 

O'eipresa'dr wi' loadso' wae^ 
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ODE TO JEANIE. 

Sister Jeanie, haste, we^ll go 
To whare the white starM gowans grov^ 
Wi^ the puddock flower o^ golden hue, 
The snaw drap white, an^ the bonny violet blue. 

Sister Jeanie, haste, we^U go 
To whare the blosomM lilacs grow, 
To whare the pine tree dark an^ high 
Is pointing its tap at the cloudless sky. 

Jeanie, mony a merry lay 
Is sung in the young leavM woods to-day ; 
Flits on light wing the dragon-flee ; 
An^ hums on the flowrie the big red bee. 

Down the bumie works its way, 
Aneath the bending birken spray, 
An^ wimples round the gre^i moss stane, 
An^ mourns (I kenna why)-wi' a ceaseless mane. 

Jeanie come, thy days o^ play 
Soon, Tery soon shall pass away ; 
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Soon shall these scenes, in darkness cast. 
Be ravaged wild by the wild winter blast. 

Though to thee a spring may rise 
Though scenes as fair salute thine eyes, 
An^ though fu* mony a cloudless day 
Shall dawn, an^ Jeanie be heartsome an* gay ; 

He wha grasps thy little hand, 
Nae langer at thy side shall stand ; 
Nor o*er the flowV b«spriBkrd brae 
Liead thee the bomuei t an^ the shortest way. 

Dost thou see yon bed sae green. 
Fenced round wi* mony a sculpturM stane ? 
A few short weeks o^ pain shall fly, 
An^ asleep in that bed shall thy puir britber He. 

Then thy mith^r^s teiirs awhile 
May chide thy joy an* damp thy smile ; 
But soon ilk grief shall wear awa, 
An ril be forgotten by ane an' by a\ 

Dinna think the thought is sad, 
Life vexM me aft, but this makes glad. 
While cauld my heart, taC closed my eV, 
Bonny shall the dreams o* my slumbVing be. 



N 
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EPITAPH. 



Attempted in the manner qftlie Scottish Poets oft 

last Century, 

Morsel passed o'er Death's dark swallow i 
Here lies ♦♦*♦«♦, straiM, — ^puir fallow t 
A' his whims an* wild moods over. 
Mute the bard^ and staid the rover. 

Dost thou wish to ken his failings ? 
Troth guid frien'* they wema small anes ; 
Yet though rude, an"* wild an' careless, 
ZThere are wiser folk could bear less. 

Restless as the restless sea still, 
Puir he was, atf puir wad be still ; 
Warls gear he didna reck it, 
Ev'n his ain he scarce wad seek it. 

Puir folk, he saw mean ones press you, 
But alas ! could not redress you ; 
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Vain folk, he lookM down upon you ; 
Rich folk, he sought naething from you. 

Mean heart, gang your ways, forget him. 
But think twice afore ye wy te him ; 
When he breathM ye durstna'' raise him. 
Wretch begone ! nor blame nor praise him. 

Warm heart, pass na heedless by him ; 
Brave heart, letna fules decry him ; 
Leal heart, thou hadst sure caress*d him^ 
For the blin' wi** gowd might trust him. 

What was gude in life he kent it. 
Quiet he lived, an"* died contented ; 
Twa three honest bodies mourn'^d him, 
A' the rest o^ blamM, or scorned him. 

Here he lies all calm and lonely. 
Loftier brows maun lie as meanly ; 
blume ye wild field floweries o'er him. 
Birdies wi' your sangs deplore him. 
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FRAGMENT. 



The night breeze lashM the angry wave, 

An swept the clouds alang ; 
An^ redly glared the rising moon, 

Half suiik the waves amang. 
Like blushing virgin veiPd in white, 

She leim'^d through drifting spray ; 
Afore her stretcVd the loud-voicM main, 

Aboon the cloudlet grey : 
Slowly she rose, the billowy foam 

Confessed the cheering ray. 

O ! mony a shriek that waeful night 

Rose frae the stormy main ; 
An"' mony a bootless vow was made. 

An' mony a prayer vain. 
An** mithers wept, and widows moumM 

For mony a weary day ; 
An' maidens ance o' blythest mood. 

Grew sad, an' pin d away. 



^ 



Sate fti^ (he ^ibrm, t#tf tittle krfes 
l/frere moGD^'d 6n C6Va.strof% ; 

wr th* iveubtffli fer«t5dg o\t. 

Fn ireficf HM «n^ H^tblUe ^i^S 

The boalMei^ hfttof if^. 
An"* BOW secure, ade^ thej lie^ 

The folded sail their bed. 

Asleep ? old Malcolm canna' sleep» 

Aboon the damp daric sail 
His lang grey locks catch the faint beam* 

An^ rise to the sweeping gale ;•— 
The gale which round that ivied cliff 

Shrieks like the wretched sprite 
That o^ tlie mouldering fleshly ceU> 
Whare a vile foul thing it lo'^ed to dwell. 

Keeps watch the live lang night ; 
Whan the sturs are hid in a thick wove ckmdi 

An^ trembles the journeying wight 

Slow climbs the moon^ twa darksome bars 

Athwart her face are thrown ; 
Wilder an^ louder roars the wave^ 
Still howls the blast through craig an^ cate, 

Ev'n wild as the TyranOs moan» 

I 
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Wha diea on the field where his mjriads jiel 

By a patdot few overthrown. 
While Malcolm, though he heeds it not, 

(In thought entranced deep,) 
Seems list'^ning like a mer-man wild, 

To the tempest's angry sweep. 
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EPISTLE TO WILLIE. 



He sleeps in dust. Ah how shall I pursue 
My theme ! To heart consuming grief resign M, 
Here on his recent grave I fix my view, 
And pour my bitter tears. 

Beaitie. 



My Willie, on youth's flowery way, 

Whan gay we sped, devoid o' sorrow, 
Joy brighterfd up ilk passing day, 

And angel Hope aye claimM the morrow. 
Nor want we fear'd, nor gear we sought. 

Content had cast her mantle o'ier us ; 
An' O my frien* ! we little thought 

That cankered care kept watch afore us. 

• 

But now, launch'^d on the voyage o' life. 
Grief, poortith, pain an** ceaseless toiling 

Fro ward passion's angry strife. 
An' proud contumely's scornfu' smilin'. 
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Skaith us, wi' mony a trouble mair 
Keen as the blasts that wreck the sailor. 

Whan o^er his saul creeps black despair, 
An^ fa)l; o'evrpte^pd tl)e he§i^ p^ valour^ 

My lad^, our backs are to the wa% 

We canna tramp our faes aneath us; 
Ev'^n whan without theVe conquered a\ . 

Withiii th^y i^(raigl)f w§y i^ise ta sk^tb us. 
Within, without,, aboon, below> 

Tt^fEfiv numbers and their might confound us; 
TTwere sport to meet a single foe. 

But dare we hope whan hosts surround us? 

Too weel yf k^n iy gi^fii tl^\ iST^r 

The lowly wigljt o* §§1^1 ^^qr^tftf^ 
Wha mute V^e rich p^B> »^HHt5 xm^^ ^Vf 

Too weel ye kpQ ^h? ^i^ft p'- hip 
Whqsg ho^ sBp^ ^a)t'4 he©n tq l^figuish ; 

Life's si}iy Ijjipp )^uni9i ^auW ftn' 4hji 
Yfhm V%ptWe yields tp iaylw? WK¥«h. 

Ye \fn the ?«r?p «'• h^$ pw? % 

^¥.^ Wile's ^e*.ft 9««l MP*lffti^ vin<» 
Till starvin' BOj^tJi cj^^ to, ^ 4qpf » 
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O ! a? the ills o' a lowly fate 

Ye ken, an^ whan unheard deplore them : 
As lang^fi there^s aught to love or hate, 

Its no in man to triumph o^er them. 

Too weel the sickening cares ye keri 

O^ hin) wha toils fra dawn o^ morning 
An"* sees at' ni^t ilk labour vain^ 

Tiresome ay, an' ay r^turnin . 
Vain ! aye my Willie, surely vatn^ 

Toil iperely gi'es the means o' livin*; 
Toil hauds in life wi' grief an' pain. 

An' life gi'es space for toil an' grtevin'. 

Ah ! heavy round, ah ! bonny sward. 

How quiet are they thy daisies cover t 
Aneath tiae voice o' grief is heard,. 

Though stern misfortune tramples over. 
Ah! peaceful sleep, ah I desp'rate strife^ 

Beat back eVn till each hc^ has fled us, 
Y^ tied to wae for, tied to life^ 

Whare shall we flee — whare shall we hide us 

Whan I^easure o'er our young hearts threw 
Her lovely robe o' summer lightness^ 

The bonny past still bonnier grew, 
An' glow'd.the coming day wi' brightness^ 

iS 



Say, shall we coj^gt ofl^, f^ ^ri^* Vpyff } 



Nought couljd, w^. £^1, qr hfi^^ 05. s§9» 

But mucl^ I fear ^. r^jfc^ ^irrr* 
AyQ mfl^c thm. 4D^ ^y'n^ there. iciM tUck us^ 

Arf qui(?t itger w/^w sil^^ yfjBLR, 
Did gg^i^m^ sl^pg, pjr. fmiff^k W?k ^s. 

The t;aii^, ; e, k^ dc^ij^^ to^ 4^9tt. 

In b^wrtft mbftr^ ^vil div§te afo^e^ hiiiQ ; 
The tith^ifs c^xeDgth *t^er^. wn,*o f;^;. 

0. 1 t^w^ qaft, l^p^j; dpmm»^. q'^/ km*. 

l\e Uepti them baHh» I ^tf^ tl|§9^ a^i» 

Ah I W.illip Jft-rrrr, wy ftieo' w' Wlh^r, 
The tane^s d[i;Q^^QUrge. ci^,i)EiQi;ta}:I|ear ! 

Ifpw cQunJ thfi. jpys q' ^ArJ> ti 
The pov> p'. aiding l|on^ m^p. 



What. ]^^ ^o 8^ th? oppi'esaed' Sflo^"^ 

What joy tg s^. t)^^ qpfn^^i^. rfx 
% 9M^i^ % i^sfi^ tAUgj^j^ tQ,ft(N: u$ L 

But not % 1^ f^ jpjlfr wyr Iftdk 

A%^ ^Wfrrr-Jwafe ^¥0^ yft km the i^a^^;. 
The careleift; IjiapT WflWft lei»» Ip HftjiiJ^ 

Yet ^qmIiI Wi^, tiijiiA* ^ foimf^^ Iwl 

Till scoi]dic(ir^.ti|«}||t^9e«»'dlkiff*ao^^^^ 
Afil Wm^^' ^^m^ ?»H?4 t<fe wi»: H^. 

Drunk wetj»jj|^jfe oj h)^.4^g!r4^ 
Cast oVrtJmpWrai VOrnfei ^"^ 
They look ^ gey^ anf!' Imgh M Wf^ 
The joy, ih^jcmi biH: i^inpft.g%. 

Fortun€(^i|;bjl0<Mmp q^rfenftl^ivtbmi^ 

Bpfi^ppfit QOtttiHl tbcii^lioi^y tiMgr/ittC»8ure ; 
Yet shanH^iofti il tb^ bwinta ol^dlmM^ 
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Care dogs their steps wi' tireless pace, |I( 

Remorse an'' pain keeps watch afore them, 

An^ half-gates in the felon race, |^ 

Lo I Death casts his dark mantle o^er them. 

The rich man^s lifers a life o^ wae, 

Why suld his weel-eartf d sorrows mov^ 0& ? 
The puir, oursels are surely sae, 

An^ wha for gude need aid or love us ? 
Virtue^s fair wreath can mortal claim ? 

Ah ! His a thought ^;were hard to smother, 
How that in low an^ selfish aim. 

The rich may ca' the puir man brither. 

In narrower scope his fbllies play, 

But why ? lo, palsied want confounds them ; 
A narrower front his mmes display, 

But why ? lo, " scant occasion'' bounds them. 
Ah Willie ! o'er this weary erd 

Triumphant Crime waves her black bannei', 
An^ rich an' puir share like reward. 

Stung- by the fiends that wait upon her. 



« 



But why thus ca^ the miseries up 
That ane by ane had wont to wound us ; 
If harsh be sonow's scantiest cup, 
Her fountidn streams maun sure confound u^- 



T^ mtber bow the ty^pf^^t time 
Is brii^t«?'4 by the b»y9 mw'f glory ; 

trii}|9pb t^> ^nd f^me mbime^ 
A»' 'twijl be bliss to list tbf ftory^ 

^' Tell ratb^r bow the fipptbiog i9UJSf 

GfuaF^IS th^ legl he^ ^g^iiVit (be wArFs 9cornin\ 
Atf bi4p ilk wWer.f(^lir\g roup^, 

E'en till night we^rs tbe b}l|^b o^ iQomin* 
The trenibliog beftrt-felt jpy§ prpqli^in 

Thai bligs the fpud ^rf^ptur'd lov^r ; 
Of tell Q- friend^ip^^ soberer i}fime, 

Tbft ^tea^i^t light on life^Q dark r^ver* 

« Search bm lof bli«f , tbtt w^rl maim Atv, 
Or tb^im9d9 U?» thv tvflifiks o' plemure ; 

An' sur« the pow> to tr^«Q thew a' 
][# yourp , an^ is \tm\f A treaa^^r? . 

An' virtue t«% why tbws dJP^iw 

Youf B^.ptr^ ©'ff A^ ioQi o' foll;)r ? 
Wt^ 4eip>^ cmA ib^ W4fl'i ld«i^k ahwie ? 

Pqir ^hilcl q' p^viftb iOftowboly * 

Willie, sy^fo^h^ str^lMP^^ woo 
My he^t;* fiiV wia, b»t c^igo nay birither ; 

Lif(pi> %trefti« d^lighte lb? oiig€^ vie,ir> 
Whtn QWffklf ycmtb i^l^ ^ Um vudder ; 
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But soon black rocks, and raging waves, 
An^ angry blasts make direfu'' sailing 

While echo frae Death^s thousand caves, 
Mocks the tirM sailor^s bootless wailin". 

The lover'^s joy, the star o' fame, 

The muse, the bliss that waits upon her, 
The ray that gilds the warrior^s name. 

The tags an** toys o' boastfu' honour, 
Are sliades that on th6 calm smooth wave 

Shine bonny as the northern streamer ; 
But they fade an' die whan the wild blasts ravf, 

An' leave to wae the waken'd' dreamer. 

There reign'd a King in ancient time, 

The wisest ever sway'd a sceptre ; 
His deep sly saws, an' sangs sublime^ 

Shine bright on the fair page o** Scripture. 
An' he, the wyliest suFe o' men, 

For bli^ tried ilka scheme o' livin' ; 
But he faund at length his labours vain, 

An' lif? a scene o' crime an' grievin'. 

At length his tearfu' eyes he rais'd 

0*er this black warl an' a' its mourning; 

An' saw, frae- low saul'd doubts releas'd,^ 
Fair beams o' joy the Heavens adoroin' : 
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The pleasures o^ an endless day. 

The ends for which kind Heaven bad made him 
He saw — ^Hope rose to cheer his way, 

An"* straightway ilka sorrow fled him. 

But ah ! if misery wait on crirae,^^ 

Then maun I look for pain and sorrow ; 
Already frown the ills o* time, 

How ward those o* th' eternal morrow ? 
Hark ! wherefore burst that rapf roiis swell ? 

Why are the night^s dark shadows riven ? 
*' A Saviour sought the depths o' Hell, 

That such as thee might rise to Heaven.*' 

The classic lyre o' ancient Greece 
, Poured strains that sway'*d ilk restless passion ; 
The fair Italian^s silvVy voice 

Delights the sons o^ rank an** fashion ; 
An" aft e^'en the sad bosom swells 

Whan flow aUld Seotia^s rapt'rous measures ; 
But these are tame to the strain that tells ■■ 

O* pardon d sins. anVcoming pleasures. 

Willie, to care nae langer tied, 
Nae langer for this warPs wrack toiling 

Nae mair sk^thM by the frowns, o* pride. 
Or proud coi)tumely> scomfu'* &milin\ 
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Ify cares, lOy hope^, fliy wubes dkttB 
To tek^ tbac ffieU^ wha r^ilaf i^imi tt^; 

TrutVi bef% f^rfeo^iori ^ells in Hitii, 
Aif He has 8Woi^ to aid a^* lot e mt^. 

Willie, I k^ you lo'e liflfy ftrrfii 

Just for myseP^ tlamr bear nlc^ bifi^r: 
The fate wha joyd itk monul pain, 

If as^^^d^^d We mauAna dwell thf^^f . 
ietti roar atween ud, tfiotiilCaim fls^, 

Aft' gciah- braid stri^ain^ Wi' nftfeti fo^urt uh 
Ah 1 MOii deeay dui* d^sbalrM joys, 

Asf bmg cwt imsdofH''d i^ottdit^ hM! us. 

But whan Ule'ffllMIe, ^W^ «i]jMld ifli^ diff, 

B»i%t» fi^aie tlie ^Al thm ciA^^ rtnj^ it, 
If we believe mi? &\M in Wm 

Ofi wbom^aibtief t^iie ho^ itf^K^^l^dttr 
We baith tiMV m^t to ^ttVt ntfe^ fiiltir, 

Owr dA^ slf ati dMltfd naie- dinrkMif^ tii^row, 
We"^ nou^^ttf Wi^ tl^ iH^Agbf t^ftltf, 

FiWB dfiam^ dt< fis^, friM^ p«i^ <fir Mnb^. 



Willie, farewdl! tim Steo«lt6l» dIUitf 

Stttns' yf^t^rvei' tft' th^ ikfilA§ i MIote Ifi^r ; 
UMkiU:d-w4T ^u^A tbe be^c-t^ MtiMi^ 
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lid DOW shea's gane — a day may rise- 
Down earth-born hope, artfu"" deceiver ! 

hough Fame attends the Scottish muse, 
1 neither scorn aor court her favour. 
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On earth there live men who detest the lyre, 
Ev^n as the mole detests the solar ray ; 
Like her, through sordid paths they love to stray. 
Like her^s their hearts cleave to their native mire. 
Like her for trash they toil with foul desire : 
Yet to the^e heartless men the Muses^ lay 
Wrought good ; and o^er the mole'*s unlovely way 
Beams the bright sun with life-protecting fire ; 
If died that sqn th** ungrateful mole would die. 
Wedged cpld and ice-bound in the flinty soil ; 
And had no Muse on earth vouchsard to smile. 
Through forests dern these wretched men would hie 
UntamM, and knowing nought, save how to kill 
Their savage brethren of lone wild and hill. 



THE BOATMAN'S TALE| 



A LEGENDARY POEM 



IN FIVE PARTS, 



to messmates laid along 



Some son of Neptune, whose old wrinkled brow 
Has bay'd the rattling thunder, tells his tale. 

Ferguiotu 
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THE BOATMAN^S TALE, 

part Jfivi^U 

The summer waves are dancing bright. 

The sun is warm and high. 
No breeze is wandVing o'er the deep, 

No cloud is on the sky, 
And o'er the sea right merrily 

With helm and oar we hie*. 

Turn round our bows, my weary men. 

Furl up the flapping sail ; 
Well moor our bark in Marquis bay. 

And wait the ey'ning gale : 
In Marquis bay, where the sea guUs.play, 

Is neither surf nor swell. 

Heaven shield thee Elsherman, thy face 

Is waxing deadly wan ; 
Didst ever see sa pale a cheek ! 

What ails Hb&t ancient man ?, 
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Heaven help thee Fisherman, the sim 
Has ta'^en thy strength away, 

Thy little strength, for thou art old. 
Thy lock& are thin and grey. 

^ It is not toil that pales my cheek ; 

Though thin my loeks and hoar, 
There^s few can hoist a heavier sail 

Or pull a stronger oar ; 
^Tis a dark thought, that all unsought. 

Wanders my memVy o''er. 

Beneath yon grey storm-beaten rock. 

Dost see a little mound ? 
Where trailing plants are spreading gay,. 

And desert flowers abound. 

That little grassy mound beneath. 

Lie& honest Walter Hogg; 
A better man ne^er hove the lead,. 

Nor reckon'^d by the log. 

Far had he wander'^d in his youth 
O^er many an ocean wave ; 

A iearkss. and a hardy man, 
In storm and battle brave ;. 

In age he found beneath thai mou&d 
A solitary grave^ 
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Come, let us moor our little bark 

And to hts grave repair ; 
If ye willjist my simple lale* 

Twere best to hear it there. 

It is a tale of death and dread, 

A solemn dark and drear : 
The drag is cast, the oars are stowed. 

Ashore 1 aXkA all shall hear. 

The bright sun beamed on wave and stream, 

And daoc\l on sail and oar. 
When I and Walter trimmM our boat 

On Croma^s surfiess shore ; 
The soutb^ren gale just fiird our sail. 

And on to sea we bore* 

I weai a heedless youth was X, 

Reckless, yet warmly kind ; 
Of boastful 8Ureo^b> of agile lin)b» 

And gay unsettTd mind. 

Though Walter^s locks were grey, his arm 

Was stronger £ur than mine ; 
Thrice had he brav'd the poUr wave ; 

Twice had be cnwsVi the line. 
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Much did I joy to hear him tell 

Ofstornrand battle broU, 
Of savage beast, and savage man, 

And surf encircled isle : 
Ah ! well content with Wijter Hogg 

Was I to rest or toil^ 

That day the guiding helm he held, 
His look as wont was high ; 

Yet some forboding spirit quenchM 
The keen glance of his eye. 

And though adown his thoughtful brow 

Did fall the grizzled hair, 
I well could mark a gloomy clouds 

Brooding in darkness there. 

Walter, I said, why thus so sad? 

I long to hear thee tell 
'How Blake unfurFd his ancient broad. 
And cannons pealM, and rockets glow d^ 

Till Tromp^s proud besom fell. 

Bethink thee when thy comrade^s child* 
Plunged in the midnight wave. 

How from the dark and raging deep^ 
^Twas thine its life to save. 
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And how its -mother wept for jpy, 
And how its father pray'^d, 

And how a ligliter heart was thine 
Than wassail ever made. 

Bethink thee wheii the Bully dar\l 
On thee his jest to break. 

How in thy wrath the boasters back 
Was dashed against the deck. 



Bethlpk thee when thy Captjwn fell, 

And comrade''s courage failM, 
How thrice Uiy cutlass clear\l ihe deck, 
.And thrice the foe prtvaird. 

And how a captive long you lay 

In dungeon dark and dull ; 
Prithee cheer up ! why man, thou look'st 

As if a captive still. 

A little smile play'd o'er his cl>eek, 
A moment passed,— 'twas gone ; 

He heav'd a half suppressed sigh, 
But sentence utter'd none. 

Now from afar the evening star 
Giimmer'd the waves upon. 
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We lower'^d the sail, we shot our net«> 
The boat swung to. the tide; 

Walter and I sat in the stern, 
And there were none beside. 

The day-beam died, the little stars 
Were twinkling one by one, 

When down I flung me on the sail, 
A discontented man. 



I flung me down, I wrap^d me round, 
I pillow'*d up my head ; ~ 

Still Walter darkly stood aloof. 
Nor would he share my bed. 
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THE BOATMAN'S TALE. 

Just as my eyes in slunioer closed, x 

A murmur low and deep 
Came sounding on my stariled ear, 

" O William do not sleep !'" 

I raisM me up, bright in the sky 

Flickered the boreal beam ; 
Fearful on Walter's face it shone. 

With green and sickly gleam. 
He lookM Hke the sp'rit that st raj's at night 

O'er deep and dangVouo stream. 

"0 William do not sleep,"" he said> 

In low and solemn key, 
*^ This is the last calm hour of life 

That you may watch with me ; 
Why start ! be calm my friend and hear 

A tale of destiny 
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'^ Last night I tosai'd upon my bed, 
Nor pest, nor peace could find ; 

For many a' wild and fevVilh thought 
Was passing o'*er my mind ; 

And many a scene of by-past pain. 
Yet still I felt resigrfd. 

*' I rose to pray, for such my wont 
When trouble presses sore ; 

But mind so void, and heart so cold, 
I never prov'd before. 

" I kneePd me down, I strove to pray, 

I raisM my eyes to Heaven, 
But oh ! I felt (the thought is vile) 
Like papist-wight in limbo isle, 
Who left the earth unshriven. 

" The night was calm, but distant far 

On Rieach's rocky shore, 
I heard the ocean billow beat. 

With hollow sullen roar. 
Clear, clear and high, a cloudless «ky 

The night'*s fair circlet bore. 

" The little waves were playing round 
The pebbles smooth and blue ; 
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^< And many a aliaiy oeean tUur 

Its tiny radiance threw ; 
Glitt'ring beneflA the white foam wreath. 

Of green and sapphire hue. 

* * The scene was cahn, but wild and high 

Still boiPd my feverish blood ; 
A restless and a des'late man, 

On the calm shore I stood 

'* Alone, my dull and listless gaze 

f ix''d on the rising tide, 
When on that sea, right suddenly, 

A little cloud I spied. 

** Straight over wave, and rock, an4 stone, 

With noisless speed it bore, 
^Till in a curliug rilv'^ry mist 

It spread along the shore. 

<< Between me and the hreezless sea 

Silent and calm it lay ; 
The wave was breaking .at its edge, 

Like fringe on mantle grey* 

<"< As when in Ethics, craggy dell 
The blast is piping loud. 
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<^ Howling around the fractured cliff. 
And through the leafless wood, 

When shrill and high the Kelpy-s cry 
Blends with the roaring flood. 

<^ Such was the murmur dreav and shrill, 
That struck my startPd ear ; 

And straight full many an airy shade 
I saw that cloudlet bear. 

" Ah William 1 there were faces there 
This world no more shall see ; 

Faces that in lifers early day 
Were known, and dear to me. 

'^ 3iany were there who died in fight, 

And many, there who lie 
Within the ChapePs hallow'^d bounds. 

Peaceful and silently* 

^^ I could not name the mighty name 

That demons quake to hear ; 
I could not pray, my tongue was tied, 
Bach better thought was scatterVi wide; 
I shook for very fear. 
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'^ And now less troublous wax^d the Toioe 
That seem'd of storm to tell. 
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" And on my startled ear the tones 

Of a wild ditty fell. 
William, I cannot quit one word 

Of that strange song of bell. 

^^ I know not, if I should repeat 
That song, or thou shouldst hear. 

But even now some busy fiend 
Seems whispering \ in mine ear ; 

Twas thua it ran, half sung, half said, 
In measure quick and clear. 

^' Thou wast a sailor ih thy yoiitb 

In regions distant far ; 
Didst ever track the comet^s course ? 

Or round the polar star ? 

" Thou wast a traveller in thy youth ; 

Say hast thou ever trod 
The ice-wastes that in Saturn lie. 
Where dim and cold is the day beam high, 

And the stars are bright and broad ? 

" Didst ever ride on thistles^ beard ? 
. Or sleep in heather bell ? 
Didst ever thread the winding cave 
That darkens o^er the bubbling wave 
Of Bennetts sainted well ? 
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Didst ever through the summer air, 
When bees were humming nigfa> 
Mount on the spiders thread, and chace 
The gaudy dtagon fly ? 

^* It boots not Walter, for with us 

Ere wan^s iltiother nighty 
O^er tower add tbwo, and bill and jdain, 
O'er lonely isle, and spreading ttuun. 

Thou rov'^t a wretchled qprite. 

^ ** Such were the gay, yet fearful words. 

That itose, I knew not whence; 
No lip was moT^d, each frfiantom stood, 
Moyeless as corse in lined shroud ; 
Yet every eye a feeling shewed 
Of tort'rous scorn intense. 

'^ Yet still I fainted not^ a striength 

By desperation ^v'li 
Inspired my soul, hiy eyes I xais'd, ' 

Atid crifed aloud to Heav'n. ' 

** The holy nam^ eiscap'^d my Kp% 
Trembled that q)ectre ba^d; « 

As oft ia b^ter days IVe TushM 
Upon the blazti^ brand> 
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Dashing aside the flower and pride 
Of Belgians hostile land, 



^^ I onward strode ; I prayM aloud, 

I nam'^d the holy name, 
The cloudlet grey was roird away. 

With loud and piercing scream. 

'* Straightway, nought save the breaking wave. 

The moon ensilver^d tide. 
The ocean lights, the distant hilj. 

And the twinkling stars I spied.^ 
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O ! it is drear, fearfully drear. 
When moaning breezes sigh. 

In haunted tower, at midnight hour, 
Alone^ awake to lie. 

And O f 'tis sad when o'er the wave 
The raging storm has passed. 

To mark the sidlor's bloated corpse 
Drive on before the blast 

But ah i more sad, more darkly drear 

'Twas in that bark to be^ 
When neither ship nor boat was seen 
, Upon the lonely sea : 
More dread to hei^ a tale so drear 
, From lips of verity. 
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To very naught my spirit shrunk,^ 

My strength and courage fled ; 
Walter, close thy fearful tale, 

HeanrUsick and faint I said. 

For though to Walter^s fearful tale 

An eager ear I turned, 
My eyes stray'^d to the distant land. 
And there a brightly blazing br^nd 

Like gathMng beacon burnM. 

It wavM, it danc'^d, though distant far, 

So bright the beam it oast, 
That when I rose my shadow tall 

Was flung against the mast. 

Fearful it beam'^d, the heaving wave 

DashM back the flery ray, 
As if that darksome night had been 

A calm and sunny day. 

Waller, close thy fearful tale ; 

Dost see on Marquis Bhore 
Tbflit wavering light, whose dislA&l i^y 

Gleams all the Waters d*etf 

The tide sets in> the wind blo^vrovtrmglit 
On Croma^s sbekMiig bay. 
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Haste, cut the swing-rope, hoist the sail ; 
O haste ! \eVs speed away. 

*^ William, to fear was not thy wont, — 
Where has thy courage gone ? 

I see no light on Marquis-shore, 
No light the waves upon. 

** Yet if in ocean- s oozy bed 
Our long dai:k sleep must be. 

Though tide and wind urgM on behind, 
To speed us o^er the sea^ 

Vain, William, were their blended might,- 
So^x'd is Heaven's decree. 

" And ere the death-hour markM by fate, 

Though swells the mountain wave. 
Or thickens round the bloody fight, 
Dwells safety in the tempest's might. 
And blunt the foeman'&glaiTe. 

** Yes ! this Tve proved in battle hour j 
When rose the groans of woe ; 

When peaPd the cannon, erash'd the ball, 
And rung the sabre blow : 

^MVe seen the foremost scape unhurt, 
And Fate assail the rear ; 
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^^ IVe seen him live who rushM on deaths 
Him die who fled in fear. 

*' No thought of death, though dark and drear 

Seems death to mortal eye. 
To-day o^e^spread this brow with gloom^ 

Or forced th' unwonted sigh. 

<^ No William, I have dar^d him oft, 
When dash'^d the midnight wave,-^— 

When wroth anc^ wild the tempest'^s Tdce 
HowPd o'er the sailor's grave* 

*• Yes, I have woo*d him oft to free 

My soul when sorrow prest ; 
Yes, I have dar'd him mid the fray, 

With bare unshielded breast. 
When blaz'd the brand in warrior's hand. 

The star on warrior's crest. 

^^ But, when I think on Croma's shore^r-^ ' 

On all I witness'd there 
Of sp'rites unblest with peace or rest. 

Who once my kindred were, 
Fiird is my soul with a darksome woe, — 

A dreary dark despair. 



<< Ah William ! there I marVd the form 

Of — , one I dare not name ; 
A peerless maiden quiet and shy. 
Of faultless form and modest eye. 
Whose fav'^ring smile to rapture high, 

Once fann'd a luckless flame. 

" Ay! her I hopM to meet in Heaven,— 

That maid so clear of stain. 
Seemed like the rest, a sp^rite unblest, 

A thing of woe and pain. 

^' Gone is the hope that cheered my soul ; 

If Bertha mourns her fate, 
A reckless sailor bold and rude, 
Wliose hand has oft been stained with bbod, 

Can aught save woe await !'' 

This stud, he paused, my faultVing tongue 

Was charged with no reply ; 
My soul a strengthless fear possess^d^ 
Wildly and frequent heav'd my breast ;. 

The tear drops dimmed mine eye ; 
Death, death I fearM, Oh ! it appeared 

An awful thing to die. 

To lie beneath the raging waves,— 
To lie, nor feel their rage ; 
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Then of my mother^s tears I thought, 
And deslate helpless age. 

Fast flowy the tears adown my cheek ; 

But when by darksome thought 
Each reckless wild, unholy way 
In which I passM my youthful day 

Before my view was brought, 

The tear shower ceasM, a boistVous storm 

Rag'^d all my soul within. 
! bitter on death's dreary bed 

Must be the thought of sin. 

Still, still to Marquis distant shore 

My dazzPd eyes were turned ; 
Still, still on Marquis distaat shore 

A fearful beacon burnM. 

Yet to my eyes alone it beam^, 

To Walter's all was night ; 
His lips were mov'd in silent prayV ; 
Gleam'd on his face th' unholy glare, 

With red unwarming light. 

Silent awhile we sat, and now 
The night breeze died away ; 
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And oVr the heavai'^s &ce waa cast 
A skinless cloak of grey. 



Silent we sat, and silent rose. 
The lumbVing sail to spread ; 

But careless was it smoothed I ween. 
And hard that night our bed. 
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When OH his bed in sleep is laid 

Some Lord of kingly powV ; 
If shake the hiUs, if heaves the plain, 
And yawns the earthy and swells the main 

At midiiighfs dai^isome hour ; 

« 

J fearful must his Vak^ning be^ 

To list the crashing fall 
Of palace proud, and turret high 

Of towe# and rampart walk 

! fearful must the pilgrim Wake, 

Who sleeps in Paynim land. 
When on his breast he feels the weight 

Of strong and ruthless hand ; 
And turns his eye to mark on high 

The sharp descending brand. 



And thiak how dread, my brother men, 

To me in slumba: laid. 
It proved to wake and feel the wave 

Wild closing o^er my head. 

' To feel the waters closing round, 
And fierce, and loud, to hear 
The roar of waves, the howl of winds. 
The cordage whistling drear. 

I raised me up, Hwas darkness all, 
The storm was raging wide ; 

And o^er our bows, where hung the swing, 
In wildly da^^d the tide. 

And up rose Walter, o'er the sail 

He groped his darksome way ; 
Farted the swing, our laboring bows 
High o^er the broken wave aroee, . 
And straight we drove aw»y. 

O ! all was dark as dungeon gloom ; 

Nor star, bcht meteor gave 
One ray, to mark our little bafk 

T rom ^ siia70UQdlng wave. 

Yet glixl^nVing im the deubtf ul sight, 
A shapeless, fli^^rang linm. 
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lake wfttlh^ sttow, oaf btn*k bdbWy 
Round and around u^ iseemM to go^ 
As louder M^elPd the stonn. 

At times in dairkne» o^er our mast 

It rush'^d with rustling flow ; 
Faint roat^d the wave, th^ blast Tepos^d, 
For high a4op the Ittllow closed. 

And lelt a imult below. 

O ! all was dark as dungeon gloom ; 

Still louder swelPd the roar 
That rush'^d above, and howPd behind, 

And dashed and rag'd before. 
When gleamM a light, shadeless and bright^ 

On e6rdage, mast, and oar. 

Now mock me not ; our stem upon 

I saw a lady st«rid ; 
A waxen taiper strmght and ti^l, 

She held tn ^her hand : 

Her lightly flowing garb appeared 

Of shining dilvVy green, 
Her face w^ calmly pide, her eyes 

Were stars of das^Hng sheen. 
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High rose olir bows, when passed the waTe 

Agaiu as low they fell ; 
Yet all unmovM that lady stood ; 
No sailor man of flesh and blood. 

Had kept her berth so well. 

As blew the blast one taper streamed* 

With wavering, fitful glare : 
Steady and calm, and bright, and high,. 
Like evening Star in cloudless sky 
The other caught my wond^iing eye, 

Of beam serenely fair. 

The thunders growFd, the light^nings flashM, 

The billows roar'd around; 
Labour'^d our bark ;. when struck the wave 

She quiver^^, shook, and groan'^d. 

She shook, she groaned, she raisM her stern, 
Low dashed her prostrajte bows ; 

Still when they sunk the lady sunk. 
And when they rose she rose. 

At once her quivering taper plung'd 

Amid the quenching wave ; 
Again it rose ; a steadier light, — 

A brighter beam it gave. 
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But from her hand with careless air 

The star-bright Same she cast : 
A moment from the wave it shone 
Our storm beleagurM bark upon. 

Then sunk amid the blast. 

And straightway growPd thethunder^s voice 

Above our laVring bark, 
The lady shrieked, her taper died, 

And all again was dark. 

Yea, dark as death^s abhorred vault, 

Or t3^ant^s lightless ceil ; 
And wild and thrilling from the wave 

Arose a deadly yell, 
That night set loose, our course to cross, 

Seem'd all the fiends of hell* 

Unstow^d, uirfiirPd our sail had lain 

'Till swept a deadly b)ast. 
With lightning speed, on creakii^ rings 

It rod» against tlie ttiAtt. 

Leeward oUr scaggViog veM^ t9d*d ; 

I groanM hi hopekss woe ;*-«» 

Up Walt^ l^^rang to furl tli6 lall 

** Haste William ere the waves prevail. 

See, see how fast they flow !** 

mS 
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I tracked his steps, I seized the sail. 

Half wakened from despair ; 
*• HItng heavy Walter ! sdze the yatdf 

But Walter stood not there ! I 

A sullen plunge the waves among, 

A shott and broken cry 
A gurgling sound suppressed and low> 

Was all the dread reply. 

In fear and woe, I shriekM aloud ; 

I stretchM my arms to save ; 
But wild my bark was driving on ; 
What could I do, unnerved and lon^e 

Upon a mountain wave ? 

Away my headlong vessel drove,^ 

Before the ra^ng wind. 
But ^mid the wild and stormy wave 

Was Walter left behind.. 

The Hghtning flashed ; its brightness gleam'c 

On rock and foaming shore ; 
Iron-bound and steep the coast appear'd,^ 
Higher their heads the billows reared. 

And dashed with deafening roar. 
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A minute more in dread suspense. 

On the steep wave I hung, 
The mountain billow heaved, it broke. 
With fearful crash against the rock« 

My little bark was flung. ^ 

Nought else I saw, above, around 

In wrath the billow roared, 
In vain I swam, a tangly wreath 
Fetter'd my limbs, the wave beneath ; 
Exhaust, and half resigned to death, 

Though death my soul abhor'd, 

I flung me down ; a nameless pain 

Awhile perplexed my breast^ 
A dull, incessant, gushing sound 

Awhile di6tutb'4 iiiy rest; 
These passed away, composed I lay, 
And evei'y feeling ceased. 
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As one who fever-prest and feint 

Lies bound in pain and woe. 
Who dull and darken^ in bis soul^ 

Doth nought distinctly know 
Of present ill, or l^-past pain, 

Or Death*^ impencfing blow. 

So on that beach where sleeps the waTc, 
And smiles the unclouded sun. 

Painfully slow I op^d my eyes, 

And saw the waning moon arise 
O'er Moray's mountains dun. 

It seem'd a lovely light, yea seem'd 

Queen ef a lovely sky : 
The waves were still, Uie clouds hid pass'd, 
And faint and low the unking blast 

Was wildly moaning by. 
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Fix'd were my eyes on that bright moon ; 

Each thought was scattered far^ ' 

It seemed, I ween, a lovely light, 
Reigning alone^ though clear and bright 
*' The jewels of the Ethop night'' 

Beamed many a twinkling star. 

My thoughts were scattered, ev'n my name 

In sooth I could not say ; ^ 
What chiird my blood I could not tell. 

Nor ^hy, nor where I lay. 

But, oh ! my head was sorely pain'd. 

My limbs benumbed and bound ; 
For many a tangly ocean weed 

Was wreath'd these limbs around. 

And o'er my cheek, so blanch'd and cold 

Did flow the thick'ning gore, 
Adown my neck it trickled slow. 

And spread my bosom o'er. 

I strove to raise my hand, its strength,— 

Its wonted strength was gone ; 
Alas ! in helpless sufTring laid, 
Stretch'd on a rough, and weary bed,^ 
No voice to sootb, no hand to aid,^- 

To aid or clierish none, 
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I proved it and in pain to to lie 
AUdes^tee and $iefnt. 

Yes, ill alone f of Waher'a fiKe 

BeturniBg memory told^ 
What Heaven had markM U> be my owa 

Save Heayeti could ocught unfold ; 
I only kneir that still I liyVI, 

Wounded^ and fiimt^ and eokL 

The alv^ry moon was mounting b%h, 

A pale cold light it threw. 
In one fair atrip the waves along. 
Which dancing to the Mennaid^s song, 

Calmer and brighter grew. 

I beard that song, dreary and long. 
Yet wiHFy sweet and dear ; 

Oft from this coast its echoes smite 
The ^nighted sailor^s ear ; 

Thoughtful and sad he bends his head, 
And deems misfortune near. 

It fiweird as swelPd the little breeze 
That fannM the ocean wave, 

The wild, the dreary requiem sung. 
O'er Walter's watery grave. 



Not long bi» gm^^wimi^ fesbs the wave 

Yon shapless stPQeg aroujoid^ 
Ere winter came, by shapberd boy 

HU $pre bkacb'd wr$e wg^ fptind. 

'Twas deeply gash'd by pointed crags> 

And mid the lpck$ so gr^y, 
The small pale limpets of the rocky 

And ^rp Tidg'd muscles lay. 

Sad was the morn to old and youDg, 

When here in narrow b^, 
Far from the voice of psalm and pray V 

Hi$ mpuld'ring corse was laid ; 
! many tears in the by-gone years 

Have o'er this mound been shed. 

Trust me, no comrap)i uum is he. 
Whose loss makes many mpMrn ; 

kind of heart was Walter HiOgg^ 
Wise, brave,-»^bnt to return. 

• 

Ags^ I do^'d my weary eye£^ 

Each feeling died again ; 
No more the^ hollow cliffs prolong , 
The Mermaid^s wildly echoing ^Qg ; 

Or catch the groan of pain. 
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And lo ! I dreamt a wondrous dreaoi ; 

Id planless strength I stood. 
Seemed at iny feet on Marquis^shore) 
The shattered plank and mast and oar, 

Of vessel storm-subdued. 

White, glimmering far amid the wave, 

I markM a lonely sail ; 
Her every-sheet seemM broadly bent 

To stay the sinking gale. 

On Marquis-shqre her bows were seft. 
Ploughing the ocean dark ; 

A flick'^ring be&m the streamer seem'd 
Of that resplendent bark. 

Her Bads were white as summer cloud. 

Her mast a boreal ray, 
A fiery star bedeckM her prow, 
BegemmM with light her stern below 

The circling eddies play. 

With more than tempest speed ^e saiPd, 
She near^d the craggy shore. 

And sweet and high an Angel-song 
The wave came wafted o'er. 
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Unlike the Mermaid^s fearful lay 

Of peace and joy it rung ; 
All ! well I knew no tempting fiend^ 

No woe-pressM spirit sung. 

Before me tilting 6*er the waire^ 

That phantom vessel rode, 
And o'er me wav'd, though slept the breeze, 

Her pennon bright and broad. 

Now mark me ; on her silvery deck 

Unharmed did Walter stand ; 
And on each side, and round behind. 

There watched a seraph band. 

The rainbow of the shower yeVe seen. 

The dazzling sun ye see ; 
! orbs and hues of hearen alone 

To the good may lik«n'*d be^ 
When they doff their garb of fragile clay 

To bathe in eternity. 

And lovely was tke smile that dwelt 

On Walter'*B placid face ; 
^T was— but Hwere vain to btrive to tell, 

Fd!f words can ne'er express 
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The beauty of that sinless smile 
. Of perfect happiness. 

" William,'' he said, *^ my storms are o-er, 
And quell'd my deadliest foe ; 

Calm rest my bones the waves beneath ; 

My soul shall never taste of death, 
Nor aught of suffering know. 

" Th' unholy fiends of woe essay'd 

One cup of grief to give ; 
For sad they saw that in short space 

Mine were the joys above. 
And (for 'twas wrapp'd in sordid clay) 

This soul they much did move. 

'' But least when sailing o'er the deep 
At midnight, thou shouldst fear. 

All it befits thee for to know 
Of these sad spirits, hear : 

" O, think not they had aught of pow'r 

My fate to make or mar. 
Nor yet that of my parted friends 

The wretched shades they were-: 
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*' Fate 's but a name, for Heaven's high will ; 

O ! who can cope with Heaven ! 
^nd to my friends as were their deeds, 

Misery or bliss was given. 

•* Thou sure hast read in Heaven^s own book 

(O search that volume well !) 
How that of old the seraph tribes 

Grew proud and did rebel ; 
And how that from the height of Heaven, 

To deepest woe they fell. 

*' Of these the band whose dark presage 

Did sore my heart dismay ; 
Yet harmless in the lonely wood. 

And in the storm are they. 
But ah ! right fearful, though scarce feared. 

When in man^s heart they stay. 

*^ O dread them when the wanton smiles. 

And when the bowl is set ; 
dread them when thy he^rt is glad, 

And when thy cheeks are wet : 

*^ Dread them when much misluck is thine. 
Or much prosperity ;. 
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^' For passions vild of joy or woe 

To them right friendly be, 
When fixed is the felon iieart 

On this world^s vaniiy. 

*' But if on Heaven thy trust be laid. 

To fear tbou dost not well. 
For stronger is one Christian man 

Than all the^fiends of bell. 

^^ ^Twas mine to die, yet wfaerefdre griere, 

To thee a space is given ; 
Yes, thine the trustless joys of Earth, 

And mine the bliss of Heaven. 

" Weary and few thy days must be,— 
On earth can comfort dwell ? 

No ! trust in Heaven, prepare for death, 
Be virtuous,— fare thee well !"* 

The vi^on fled> I raised my head* 
The flowing waves were nigh ; 

In kingiy strength the harvest sun 
Beamed from the middle sky. 

And o^er me scream'^d the carrion crow. 
And shrieked the ocean gull. 
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And ceasless wheei'd on pinion fleet. 
The hawk of eager bill. 

But see, across the ocean wave 

Faint sweeps the rising gale ; 
Let'^s haste aboard ! pluck up the drag, 

And hoist, and trim the sail. 
*' Old man I ween the day has pass^d^ 

The lighter for thy tale." 



xS 
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ODE TO THE CQNAN. 



Conan, ffur flowed thy mountain stream 

Through blossom'd heath and rip'ning field) 
When, shrunk by summer^s fervid beam, 

Thy peaceful waves I first beheld. 
O ! calm they swept thy winding shore 

When harvests mirthful feast was nigh, 
When breeze-borne, with thy softenM roar 

Came mingling sweet the reaper's cry. 

But now I mark thy angry wave 

Rush headlong to the stormy sea ; 
Wildly the blasts of winter rave. 

Sad rustling through the leafless tree ; 
Loose on its spray the aller leaf 

Hangs, wavering, trembling, sear, and brown, 
While dark thy eddies whirl beneath, 

And whi^ thy foam comes floating down. 

Thy banks with witherM shrubs are spread ; 
Thy fields confess stem winter^s reign ; 
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And gleams yon thorn with berriei rcd^ 

Like banner on a ravagM plain. 
Hark ! ceaseleis groans the leafless wood ; 

Hark ! ceaseless roars thy stream below. 
Ben-vaicbard'^s crest is dark with cloud v 

Ben-weTis' crest is white with snow. 

And yet thouf^ red thy stream comes down^ 

Though bleak thy circling hills appear ; 
Though 6eld be bare, and forest hrowny 

Though winter rules the waning year,. 
Unmoved I see each charm decay,. 

Unmourn^d the sweets of autumn die ; 
And fading flower, and leafless spray 

Court, vainly ooart^ the thoughtful sigh. 

Not that dull grief delights to see 

Yex^d nature wear a kindred gloom ; 
Not that she smiPd in Tain tm me. 

When gaily prankt in summer'^s liloani.. 
! much I loT'd at eveii-tide 

Through Byahanli kmely woocb to stray, 
To mark thy peaceful billows ^d% 

And watdi the sun^s* declining rty* 

But yet, though rolPd thy billows fair 
As e'^er rolPd those of classic stream. 
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Though green each oak, now dark and bare, 
WavM calm to woo the western beam. 

To mark a scene that childhood lov^d. 
The anxious eye was turned in vain ; 

Nor could I find the friend approved 
That shared mj joy or sooth'd my pain. 

Kindred and frienda were fkr away ; 

A care-press'd toil-worn stranger I : 
Though much I lov^d alone to stray, 

O ! of 1 1 strayM unseen to sigh. 
Unseen to drop the silent tear ; 

Unheard departed joys to mourn, 
To teach the stubborn heart to bear 

The scowl of hate, the scoff of scorn. 

Now winter reigns, these hills no more 

Shall sternly bound my anxious view : 
Soon, bent my course to Croma'^s shore. 

Shall I yon winding path pursue. 
Fairer than here gay sunmier^s glow 

To me there wintry storms shall seem : 
Then blow, ye bitter breezes blow. 

And lash the Conan^s mountain stream. 
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FRAGMENT. 



I. 



Ere rapine swayed the ruthless brand, 

£re exird virtue breathed by stealth, 
Or wept the maids of waited land, 

Or kuelt the enrth^s base sons to wealth, 
Oft from that ^eea sequestered glade 

The strains of rapturous music brake ; 
By yonder fount the wood nymphs played. 

Or dancM around that towering oak. 
Their altars blazed, and grateful they. 

When dire disease assaiPd the sivain. 
Cheered his lorn heart, and chased away 
The dulLey^d fiends of pain. 



II. 



But when Alecto urg^d her car 
All furious from the gulph of hell ; 

When gleamVl the murdering steel afary 
And groans arose and heroes fell. 



146 poESfrs. 

Those nymphs affrighted left the plain ; 
(Long mourned the toil-devoted swain,) 
^Tis said in one bright star they dwell ; 
^Tis said— but this I know full well, 
They ne'ier returned again. 

III. 

The laugh was hush'd, and mute the song^ 
The stock-doves mourn'd these wilds among, 
The little flowVets died away, 
The woodlands mourned a quick decay, 
Till howPd the blasts of winter loud 
Through withered fern and leafless wood. 
When summer^s breath revived the scene, 
Alas ! ^twas Still the haunt of pain. 



IV. 



That fountain grew a reedy pooly 
In the cleft altar lodgM the owl ; 
And he who framed the rustic fane 
Grew mad with care, and worshipped gain. 
Still rose the shouts of war on high, 
Still echo mock'd the suflPrer's cry, 
Distrust barrM close the peasant^s door. 
And pin''d for want the houseless poor.: 
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V. 



Years rolPd on years ; the arts began 

To raise their trophied columns round. 
New splendours mark the works of man : 
But where the bliss the peasant found 
When gay, with many a wild flower crowned 

Amid these peaceful groves he stray'd, 
Or balde th^ unstudied song resound, 
Till echo carol'd down the glade ? 
Alas ! that.cheering bliss had fled, 
And gold-oVrladen, dark-browM men, 
Whose years of life were years of pain. 
When youth for bliss, by hope beguiPd, 
Rang'^d the dark grove and lonesome wild, 
Pronounc'd his searchings vain. 

In truth, a wretched world it grew 

Of hell-born fraud, and earth-born care ; 
Of jealous griefs that mock the view. 
Of pain and dark despair. 
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on liie warriorVfoted head 

The cup of wrath was poured ? 



Didst ihou not fear that Mighty King 

Whose sway extends o^er earth and heaven ? 
By whose dread, mortal-dooming word 

VictVy or death is given ! 

A poor ignoble end is thine, 

Thou diest as patriots never die; 
No minstrePs living song for thee 

JShali prompt the gen'rous «igh. 

Alas J unloved, unblest, unmoum^d, 

The grey haired serf shall curse thy nakne^ 
O vile the boast of evil deed ! 

O dark the tyrants fame •! 

Bed brand -of many a ruthless deed, 

The widow^s curse has blunted thee ; 
The patriot^s boast, the good man^s stay 

Thou wast not, shalt Hot be. 

Oft pendant o'^ th^ afflicted head 

Thy felon brightness caught the gleam. 
When from the plundier^d cottage rose 

The all-devouring flame. 
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No more to court the beam of Heavens- 
No more the blazing brand of pride. 
Lie guilty steel and rust in earth, — 

Rust by the tyrant^s side I 

Farewell ! the night is gathering wild. 
Its clouds around thy lonely grave, 
And furious o^er the rustling heath 

The blasts of winter rave. 

Farewell, a long, long last farewell. 

Again I go with men to dwell ; 
£re darkness wraps thy lonely tomb, 

Farewelli a long farewell ! 
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STANZAS WRITTEN AT SEA. 



Joy of the FqeC» 9om]« I court thy aid ! 
Spirit of m^ny a cdm and 9oolhmg lay. 
Oft at thy smile has carets dark visions fled, 
And grief grown calfB^ aqd laogo^r died away* 
Oft has thy kindnetas smooth^ my rugged way, 
BlessM my Ioda hours and cheered my day.^ of toil. 
Again, O Muse i ypuchsafe thy brightening ray. 
Of doubt, of terror, thoughts harsh fiend despoil. 
And all my anxious cares and all my griefs beguile. 

Around our vessel heaves the midnight wave^ 
The cheerless moon sinks in the western sky ; 
Reigns breezeless silence ; in her ocean cave 
The Mermaid rests, while her fond lover nigh 
Marks the pale star beams as they fall from high. 
Gilding with trem'lous light her couch of sleep. » 
Why smile incredulous ? the rapt M usee's eye 
Through earth'^s dark caves, o^er heaven'^s fair plains 

can sweep. 
Can range each hidden cell where toil» th' unfathom'd 

deep. 
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On ocean^s craggy floor, beneath the shade 
Of bushy rock-weed, tangled, dusk, and brown,. 
She sees the wreck of founder'^d vessel laid 
In slimy silence; many a fathom down 
From where the star-beam trembles ; o^er it thrown 
Are heaped the treasures men have died to gain, 
And in sad mockVy of the parting groan 
That bubbled mid the wild unpitying main, . 
i^iick gushing o?er the bones the restless tides coiti- 
plain*.. 

Gloomy and wide rolls the sepukhnd sea^ 
Grave of my kindred, of my sire the grave, 
Perchance: wh^re now he sleeps, 4i space for me 
Is mark'^d by fate, beneath the deep green wave. 
It well may be. Poor bosom why dost heave 
Thus wild I 01 many a care troubloua and dark 
On earth attends thee still ; the Mermaid^s cave 
Grief haunts not : sure Hwere pleasant there to mark 
Serene, at noon4ide hour, the sailcHrV pasang bark. 

Sure it were pleasant through the vasty deep. 
When on its bosom plays the golden beam, . 
With headlong speed by bower and cave to sweep. 
When flame the waters round with emerald gleam:; 
When borne from high by tides and. gales the 

scream 
Of seaonew softened falls; when l»tight^aDd gay 

08 
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The cwmum wetdm, ptoud aotaii^ p«ldanl^ stream 

Ifrmm tropbied wrtoks, wd roek tDwers daiUj^ g^y* 

Tbrougk «oeii«i 80 Mnmgsly fair ^cre pleasMit sttre 

to stvay. 

, . . . • 

WHy tbis strange tllinight ^ if iB that ocean kud^ 
The ear would ceas^ to hear^ the eye t» see ; 
Tho? sights and i^ounds like these eireled my bed^ 
< Wakeless and heavy would my slumbei^s b^ : 
Though the mild softenM sunlight beamed on me, 
(If a dull heap of bones retained my name, 
That bleach^ or blackened in the wasteful saa^y 
Its radiance all unseen, its golden b^m 
In Tiun through coraj groves, or emVald vcioii aigb^ 
stream. 

Yet dwells a spirit in this earthly frame 
Which oceans cannot quench, or time destroy ; - 
A deathless, fadeless ray, a heavenly Ihae 
That pure ^hall rise wh^n fails each base alloy . 
That earth instills^ dark grief, and baseless joy : 
Then shnll the ocean'^s secrets meet its nght^ -r. : 
Per i do hold that happy souls enjoy 
A. wide, yea boundless, endless r^f^ of flight < * 
From thQ fair source df day, ev'a to the gates of night. 

Now nighOs dark veil is rent ; on yonder knd 
That blue and distant rises o^er tha main, 
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I see the purple sky of morn expand, 
Scatt'^ring the gloom : then cease my feeble strain, 
IVhen darkness reigned, thy whisperings soothed my 

pain, — 
The pain by w^rintss and langour bred ; 
But now my eyes shaU greet a lovelier scene 
Than fancy pictured ; from his dark green bed 
Soon shall the orb of day exalt liis glorious head. 



I I 
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THE RETROSPECT. 



9tivtifim., 



Ov the frienckof my youth, and the days that are 

gone 
I ponder in silence, deserted and lone ; 
Yes ! lone and unloved as the fiend of decay: 
I dream of the by-past and lai^ish away ;— 
Cease, spirit of memVy ! the present is pain,. 
But the pure joys of childhood return not againi; 

The thick mists of winter sweep dark o^er the sky 
The voice of the wind passedi mournfully by. 
The wild wide-spread forest is leafless and brown, 
All red from the upland the torrent comes down ; 
The shriek of the bittern is frequent and loud. 
Comes the scream of the mew like a voice from the 

cloud ; 
The howl of the wild-fox creeps low o^er the plain. 
And groans the wide forest and roars the dark main. 
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Late I waoxkr'd alone througb that forest bo drear, 
Fivas e*er winter bad ravag*d each pride of the year; 
Po autama^B low breezes the red4>rea8t replied, 
Uid rustled the sear leaf and naurmurM the tide. 
W^ith brown gold and crimson the woodlands were gay* 
ifet vfaieper'^d these splendours of age and decay. 
Like the meteor that dies when it dazzleth the eye, 
Like hixVy^s pioud trappings when ruin is nigh. 

I wander'd all syent, much smit by that scene ; 
Rose feelings that long in my bosom had lain, 
Unwilling as hies the sccnrM hawk from his prey, 
Of care and of toil fled the memVy away. 
Yea, of sorrow and pain, of the false and the dead. 
And, O f sweet was the spirit that whisperM instead, 
Of gay hopes and desires in my bosom that dwelt, — 
Yea, of all I had known, and of all I had felt 
Ere the pleasures of youth in the dust were laid low, 
Or hope, half despondent had wept o^er the blow ; 
Ere my bean iwrd^ning knowledge of roaiskind began 
By proving the toils and the sorrows of man. 

When thus voamM my thoughts o'er the fields of 
the past, 
Around me all sudden a manr)e was cast, 
Like that which the Prophet bequeath'^d in his flight 
To the iPrdphet^eleci, from his chariot of light ; 
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And straightway strange powers of vision were mioe^ 
The woodlands no longer seemM bright with^def^linej 
But youthful as gay ; waning autumn had fled 
With those glories that shewed like the dress of the 

dead ; 
Sweird the buds of the wood with the foliage of 

spring. 
The flowers rose in beauty the lark was on ynng^ 
Came the coo of the dove on the light zephyr borne. 
And clouds of soft fragrance, the incense of mom. 

That stream which flows turbid and red to the 
main, 
Like torrent that rolls through a field of the slain. 
That stream then encumbered by spoils of the year» 
Nor headlong, nor fetterM, flowed gentle and dear ; 
Soft murmured the shallow, and dimpled the lake. 
Here light as the grey-doud, there dark as the brake. 

Full oft had I witness^ each change of the year, 
From summer^s fierce heats to the snow-storm severe ; 
But passM they unheeded, for gradual and slow 
Hose the clouds ere the storm, ere the shower glar'^d 

the bow. 
Now a change swift as that which, when rose the 

young light. 
Amazed with its splendour the regions of ni^t. 
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:^«iiiay^d me ; all wondVing, the sport of a dream, 
; gaz'd on the woodlands the flowers and the stream ; 
^ gazM on the stream — ah ! it told of a change 
^'han that of the woodlands more wondVous and 

strange, 
^Stead of beard rough and matted, of eje keen and 

wild, 
AppearM the fair face and light locks of a child. 

Fled surprise of the present and thought of the past ; 
Rose hopes and gay fancies tumultuous and fast ; 
As brightens and fades, shines and quivers that flame, 
Child of Boreas and Winter, they went and they 

came. 
And now oVr the mead^ the red bee I pursued. 
Now steerM my slim vessel of rush on the flood, 
Now gatherM the flowVets, now flung them away, 
Now rose on the sward my rude cottage of clay. 
Now the echoes replied to my suar and horn ; 
I ! blithe seem'^d to pass the young hours of the morn. 

The bright sun was scaling the steeps of the sky, 
(How it shone on my heart !) when a stranger passM 

by; 
More youthful he seemM than the shade of the 

stream, — 
More lovely by far was that child of my dream. 
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The bonnet of Albio encircled a brow^ ^ 

Wkere dane*d the dark nngleU lilie fawn o& tbm 

snow; 
While a soul, gay as vig^rous^ fresh loveUness p^ttr^d 
On features whose semblance the Greek had adored. 
As lovely a face once thy glass could display 
My ♦♦♦•«•♦, but study has worn thee away. 
I caird on that stranger, I calPd and be came ; 
Straight arose on the sward a fair altar of flame, ^ 

And before it we vow'd, as affectionate as gay. 
To be true to each other for ever and aye. 

How fast fly the hours that are spent in delight ! 
We mark'd not, wc thought not of time or his flight; 
We rovM through the forek, we climbed on the steep, 
We swam light as foam o^er the waves of the de«p ;• 
The wide yawning caverns our footsteps expkire, 
And deserts which footstep ne^er printed before. 

And now a drear change o^er my vision ^gan cieep; 
No longer we joyM on the wild or the deep ; 
O languid and dull our best fancies became ; 
Sunk low in foul ashes the altar of flame ; 
The sun of afiection seemed ready to set. 
Alas ! oft we parted as glad as we met ; 
Past vows were forgotten, our bosoms wax^d ecld ; 
Pride, an iron hearted tyrant, owr feelings oontroira ; 
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^e tuni'd UB the world and its follies to vi6#, 
|br mii^led our tears at the parting adieu. 

And now all alone through the forest I strayed, 
fhe foliage seemed roughening, abd darkened the 

glade ; 
jHore mournful the change which in spirit I prcyr^di 
o longer 1 trusted, no longer I lov^d. 
ngen^rous and proud, a poor narrow soul'd elf, 
y wishes and cares were confinM to myself, 
ut ah ! when the dun shades of twilight came on, 
hen friend, or companion, or lover was none, 
Dark sparks and wild fiends my associates became, 
Care, poverty, labour, remorse grief, and shame ; 
fled pleasure, and comfort, and peace in affright. 
And hope pruned her wings and made ready fof 
flight. 

All sudden my vi3ion departed ; I stood 
A^maaM and alone, in the depths of the wood \ 
The voice of the blast was uplifted on high, 
Thick clouds of sear foliage were tossM to the sky> 
And patterVl the rain> and ail wrathful and chilly 
A sQow-shower was clothing the pines of the hilL 

Now, I wander alone ; ah E X wander in vain, 
Tor I dream not of Spring nor of childhood again ; 

p 



Wild ciurei^ and fierce florrows are gaih'rii^ hate 
Strange longiDgs arise for the rest of the dead ; 
While conscience thus whispers ^^ Poor creature 

clay, 
WUh innocence fled all thy pleasures away. 
The foul might of winter in weakness shall lie^ 
These lempest-fraught clouds shall descend ftoHi 

the sky, 
That red headlcmg torrent untroubled shall flow. 
And the blossom of spring shall rejoice on the bough; 
Bui ah ! from the vile, and the narrow of heart 
The storm-clouds of trouble shall never depart ; 
No blossom of gladness is quinging for tbee, 
Nor placid the flow of thy musings can be. 
Still misVy must haunt thee, to guilt ^is allied, 
AtiA If dark companion, shall stalk by thy sicb ; 
T^ inspire thy foul bosom with sorrow and fear. 
For the ills thou hast wrought and the pains thoi 

must bear»^ 
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THE RETROSPECT. 



part ^ttcvM. 

How lovely the scene ! like a tiger asleep,. 
UVivex^d and unmurmMng reposes the deep ;; 
Nor bent by the zephyr, nor strainM by the blJEist, 
The sheets of the sailor hang slack from the mast. 
How lovely the scene ! the pure dew-drops of night 
On the gay tinted foliage hang sparkling and bright^ 
And waxes more splendid the beams they receive 
As emerges, all glorious the sun from the wave. 
How lovely the scene ! a fair wand'ring ray 
To the depth of the thicket has travelPd its way, 
And like column of fire all unflicVring and red. 
The trunk of the poplar glows bright in the shade. 
How lovely the scene ! like the stars of the night, 
When the ice of the lake glimmers pale to their light 
The gay flowers of spring are spread over the lea, 
And they bend their fair heads to the tread of th^ bee. 



i 
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Hark ! murmurs the stream in the depth of the 
And nestles the thrush and the blackbird ahove^ 
To its low ceaseless strain their gay warblings replyi 
And the song of the field-lark descends from the sk;. 

And O ! by this heart where each sorrow hath dwelt) 
No longer the pangs of bereavement are felt : 
Care, shame, and remorse, and the phantoms of pain. 
jBxpeird from its chambers, seek access in vain ; 
Gay joy is the guest where affliction hath been,^ 
O ! Ws gladness without, and ^tis rapture within. * 

The learned in the mystVies of earth may declare 
Why the forest no longer is leafless and bare. 
Why Flora exults on the wide-spreading lea, 
Why safety, turnM pilot, sj^eeds over the sea, 
Why nought save the voice of enjoyment is heard 
In the hym of the bee, and the song of the bird.-*- 
The course of the seasons the learnM may explain,. 
May point to that orb on the verge of the main. 
And tell how the daughters of Flora have birth 
When his visit he pays to the lands of the north. 
!3right champion of gladness ! thy arrows previul 
'0'*er the waves of the deep, and the blasts of the gale; 
Where roar**d the loud torrent scarce murmurs the rilli 
And the music of birds^ hymns thy praise from, ttxe 
hiU. 



But tell me ye learn'*d in the mystVies of mini], 
Why lag thus my cares and my sorrows behind? 
Stern conscience their leader, and memory their 

guide, 
Late vigVous as cruel they stalk'd by my side ; 
How crippled and weak, lo ! they faird in the ehaee. 
While pleasure'^s gay offspring attend in their jdacev 
And I feel I possess, since these demons are foil'd, 
The head of the man with the heart of the child. 

Come read me my riddle ye wise of the earth. 
When darkly I hint how my pleasures have birth ;. 
The bliss that I feel and the season^s bright glow 
Existence and life to one circumstance owe. 
Ye point to the sun, ah f unknowing and blind, 
Can the beams of the sun, reach the seat of the* 

mind? 
Are sorrow's daA clouds e^er dispelled by its lay ? 
Is grief less imhajipy when rises the daj ?. 
£namour''d of ill,, and detesting its glow, 
She flies- to the shade to indulge in her Woe. 
Ye point to the sun,r— nay, that fair orb of HeftT^n,, 
Peace, nature*s-en}oyment, ease,. pleasure aregiten 
(Jl«et the sceptic revile, amd the scoffer deridey, 
To the wretch now so blest, for a Saviour has died:. 
Attend when I leH how this trtrtb I believed, 
How blisseame to prove 'twas the tnrthr h Ttc/AfeAl, 
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Mjr once*lov'd companion of childhood was gooef 
And careless I livM all unblest and alone ; 
Slow passM the dull seasons, O ! weary they passMi 
Each former though gloomy seemM bliss to the last ; 
In winter I sigh'^d for the summer'^s gay smile. 
Came the season of flowers, — ^*twas a season of toil ; 
Sore wearied I longM for the winter again. 
And it came, and it pass'd, but its leisure was pain. 
O ! wretched I liv^d» though I talked in my pride 
Of pleasures and thoughts to the vulgar denied. 
Fair pleasure with thought not one moment would 

stay, 
For thought had turn'^d herald to warn her away. 
I talked of the spirit that poured in mine ear 
Gay tales of delight it was rapture to hear. 
And freed from my toils at the close of the day, 
From all my companions Tve wander'^d away. 
That spirit to court in a fanciful mood^ 
'Mid the crags of the rock, or the shades of the 

wood. 
But oft she deceived me^ and oft she denied,. 
IVe caird her, and nought save the echoes replied, 
Tve caird(0 1 could heavier misfortune befall U 
Came the fiends of remorse and despair at the call. 

My spirit was strong, but its lodgment of ckj 
1,11 sorrow^i fleet current, was wasting away ; 
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The long' day of labour its powers could bear,^ 
But the 6eason of rest provM a season of care ; 
Fled far from mine eyelids the balm of repose, 
And wearied and spent with ihe morn I arose. 
And now a sharp pain held its seat in my breast, 
I thought of the grave, but I hop^ not for rest ; 
Yet firm I determine though dark it appeared. 
To die like the fox< uncomplaining and hard. 

1 why should I ask if my neighbours could feel ? 
Why crave their vain ruth^ when I wishM not their 

weal ? 

1 sought not their woe, but when sorrow they bore 
As cold was my heart as the rock on the shore. 
Still wasted my frame, still its powers decay'^d, 
But silence was all the complaint that I made. 

One evening (that evening the lovliest day 
That spring ever boasted was dying away) 
One evening I rose from the dull couch of pain. 
Where rack'd by dark thoughts and. sharp pangs Vd 

lain ; 
I rose and the depths of the thicks I sought, 
tJnmarkM to indulge in the lux'^ry of thought ;-^ 
Sad luxVy, more sad than the epicure^s still, 
^Twas dark in itself, and it brought me but ill. 
I gainM that fair bank that peeps over the wood, 
And sorely fatigued, on its summit I stood; 
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And sadly I Bigh^d for tke days that had passM, 
When light was my tread as the sweep of the blast, 
When chief of my fellows, I climbed on the steep, 
The light in the bound, and the bold on the deep, 
The ready to aid, and the fierce to oppose. — 
Straight passM the sad thought but a darker arose. 

Stil I lingerM day''s orb o'er the hills of the west, 
And o''er the calm wave his fair radiance was cast ; 
The mead and the woodland rejoicM in the ray, 
The rock flamM in gold that late glimmerM in grey. 
How lovely is nature (thus rose the strange thought) 
How fair, and with mystVy and wonder how fraught ! 
Yet opes on its mysteries the gaze of the fool, 
And pines 'mid its sweets th' unhappy of soul ; 
Fair earth, sure thy sweets and thy mysteries are- 

given 
To the fool and die wretch in the mockVy of Heayen. 

The sound of a footfall behind me I heard^ 
And turning, half curious, a stranger appeared. 
And straight rose the query, it rose but in thougtk^ 
Who walks thus so lone through a scene so remote ? 
Long train'*d to an art oft despised, I began 
To trace in the semblance the scope of the man. 
His frame was but slight, and his years were but leir, 
Yet power and age sat enl.hronM on bis brow ; 
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A power of thought, no logician could tM^ 

An age of experience no, art could hegulle. 

I gazed, but, how strange ( in his features was seen 

Not what he was now, but what once he had been ; 

Sti]l, still as I tracM more familiar they grew, 

Till the friend of my youth in that stranger I knew. 

How sweird this fond bosom with joy at the sight ! 

How vanished my griefs in the blaze of delight ! 

He knew me, and O !-<»but suffice it to say, 

That kindness with kindness my friend can repay. 

He told how the circlets of time he had trod, 
An alien to pleasure, a stranger to God ; 
How devious and dark his sad footsteps pursued 
The bliss that exists independent of good ; 
How bitter remorse, disappointment, and pain,. 
Still guarded the prize he had toiPd to.obtain^ 
He told how at length, when each sorrow be bare,. 
When reignM in his sou] the sad fiend of despair. 
When memVy^s best solace could prompt but the sigh,, 
Nor fancy nor hope could one comfort supply. 
When dark seemM the day, and unlovely the night, 
When life prov'd a burden, and death an affright, 
All sudden the gloom of his spirit was chasM, 
And pleasure and peace with the truth he embraced ;. 
His bliss th^ Eternally-happy supplied. 
The Strong grew his strength, the Unerring his guidc< 
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I listenM, and memory was whispering low^ 
His pleasures jou know not, his sorrows you know ;: 
Say, wherefore ? Oh i how did stem conscience reply i- 
You own not his Saviour, his God you deny. 

But lengthens my strain, and I must not prolong 
By further description, so tiresome a song. 
Not fearful of death, nor unwilling to live, 
No longer I languish, no longer I grieve ; 
Fair joy sits enthroned in the regions of thought; 
Exults the glad muse o^er the change that is wrought ; 
Pain visits but seldom, and known is her scope ; 
Lo ! bright on my toils gleams the beacon of Hope; 
A Mend to the heart once so desolate is given ; 
And rise its desires to the Ruler of Heaven : 
O ! happy the day when the truth I believed. 
For bliss came to prove Hwas the truth I received. 
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A TALE OP YOUTH. 



Inscribed to Me ♦♦♦♦ ♦♦♦♦«# ♦^ 



Allaoe, Allace, sail I thas sone be deid 
In this desert^ and wait nane other meid. 

Gavin XioujgUut 

Thift Mprmtlve ia not meant for iiarration^ 

Byran, 



Say loves my friend th^ UDpoiish d tale 
Where Fancy trims the Boatman''s sail^ 
Blows to fierce rage the midnight main^ 
Shews skill and courage taskM in vain, 
And many a dark unholy fiend 
Wild shrieking to the howling wind ? 

I know he loves ; bis heart sincere 
Detests the smile that jQattVers weari-« 
Detests the hateful art whose aid 
Adorns the vBio, uid veils thebad^ 
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Gives homage to the tyrants rod% 
And honour to the cursed of God *; 
Tet has he said his minstrePs lay 
Has power to chatm each care away > 
Till trace of nought the fancy bears^ 
Save Walter^s fate, and William^s fears^ 
A bark fast moor'd, the silvVy wave, 
A rocky shore, a lonely grave. 

Yet Walter's frame or soul I ween 
Not Heaven contiuns, nor earth has seen ; 
Nor ploughed his bark the yielding main^ 
Nor provM he aught of mortal pain 
When wild the wave came sweeping o^eVf 
Nor wastes his clay on Marquis shore. 
Strange tenant of a picturM earth, 
lF*ancy alone watched o'er his birth, 
Awak'd his fears, his hopes repelPd, 
His deeds, his fate, his bliss beheld. 

Empress august ! thy sway extends 
To the dread verge where being ends ; 
To thee, strange as thou art, 'tis ^ven 
To range th' unfading fields of Heaven, 
And thou, unvex'd, unharm'd, canst dwell 
Where circle round the shades of hell. 
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Bed-rid 'Tradition, palsied oW, 
iFIas lost of late her wonted lore. 
Long didst thou tend the beldame old^ 
EnamourM of the tales she told ; 
And when the dotards memory failed 
Or fear stood mute, or doubt prevailed, 
Then sportive nymph, ^twas thine to teli 
Of wondrous deeds which neVr befell. 
Yet truth they seemM, and all who heard 
Saw doubt removed and mystVy clearM ; 
Ev^n the dull beldame listenM too. 
And moulded oft her tales anew* 

How strange ihy freaks ! a little mound 
Which chance had raisM on level ground, 
Touched by thy wand a grave became. 
And straight thou muttered Walter''s name ; 
Then howl'^d the stormi, and gloomM the nighty 
And gleamM in green a female sprite. 
And blazM a flame with fearful glow, 
Bronzing the sable wave below. 
And sorrow came, and joy was given. 
With fiends from helU by spMts from Heavem 

Yet nymph, no did of thine I ask 
To speed me o^er my present task) 



•^ 
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Enough for me if memVy^s sprite 
Casts o'er my strain her mellow light. 
If prompt the sportive muse descend. 
If lends his ear my earliest friend ; 
Be^t bis to say, if truth I tell, 
For who that lives should know so well. 

At noon-day hour in cloudless sky 
Reign'^d Heavens life-giving orb on high, 
Beaming with golden ray serene 
O'er many a sweet sequestered scene. 
Where Croma's hill in rocky pride 
Towers sternly o'er the circling tide. 
And circling tides with hollow sound, 
In vain defiance murmur round. 

Through these sweet scenes, intent on play, 
In that bright hour, on that fair day. 
Of freedom vain, and warm with haste, 
Just 'scaped the school a truant pass'd-— 
Heedless he pass'd, each wonted aim 
Seem'd low that luckless day and tame. 
The tempting sweet-knot vainly bloom'd. 
In vain the pig-nuts blossom'd round ; 
Glad wheel'd the falcon o'er the deep. 
No desp'rate climber scal'd the steep 
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Where lodgM her brcxxl ; the mayis sung 

In triumph o*er her ripening young, 

No ruthless eye glarM from below, 

No spoiler grasped the yielding bough ; 

Safe toiled the bee, no tyrant hand 

ShowerM round her frame the murdVous sand ; 

Her journeyings o*er, the wasp hied home, 

And found entire her curious dome ; 

All nature joy'd, the luckless elf 

That day harm'd nothing but himself. 

What urged his haste? what harm befell .*, 

Nay, ere th' eventful tale I tell, 

My sportive muse would fain portray. 

As well as muse untutored may, 

With shadows broad, and strips of light. 

Meet likeness of that froward wight. 

Unshod his feet, his bosom bare. 
Gleams far like flame his tangled hair, 
Careless and rude untamM and wild, 
yntutor'd nature^s savage child. 
No Edwin he whose gentle soul 
Bends to soft feeling^s mild control ; 
Lonely, ^tis true, he loves to roam, 
But why ? the wild is freedom^s home ; 
None there essays the teacher's art. 
None mimics there the tyrant^s part. 
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By grammer'*s simplest lore unblest. 
In school he pines a dunce confest ; 
With many a flaw his tasks must pass^ 
Worst scholar in the dullest class. 
But ah ! when scaped th^ insulting lore« 
When all his ill conned tasks are o^er. 
High power awaits the pedant'^s fool. 
And each tame scholar owns his rule. 
None readier tempts the stormy flood. 
None bolder threads the twilight wood. 
None climbs with steadier foot the steep. 
Or dares more prompt the vent'^rous leap : 
His prowess surly woodmen own, 
And justly dread the distant stone ; 
And stouter boys hie fast away 
When keen he wakes the desperate fray.. 

Yet one trait more, though all unskilPd 
The Heaven-aspiring rhime to build, 
He rbimes, and pictured wreaths of bay 
Even haunt him in his hours of play. 
And why, he asks, if Ossiau^s strain 
The critic'^s spite assails in vain. 
If awful Homer^s songs sublime 
Float buoyant on th^ stream of time. 
If Shakespeare's rude unpolished lays 
Each froward passion prompt obeys^^ 
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If rapture fires the rustic song 
Whose echoes Ccnla^s vales prolbng^ 
Why should not I untaught aspire. 
And boldly wake the living lyre, 
And challenge art, should art oppose, 
For bolder flights,, or warmer glows. 

When gathers round his little band^. 
And prompt obedience waits command, 
Thus whispers Hope, " When time has sped. 
A few short circlets oVr thy head, 
Andi patient toil, and thought refined, 
Has strung thy frame, and stored thy mind. 
Thy dauntless soul, thy boastless pen. 
Shall raise thee high o^er brotbenmen^;. 
Tyrants shall own thy. crippling sway. 
And proud men crouch, and vain obey. 

Ah 'Hope ! and must thy bard compMn: 
Of solace false, and promise vain ; 
Of dreams which no fulfilment know,. 
And picturM joys, the veils ofwoe. 

The years as dull they passed, have sKecE? 
Their mildews on that truant^s head ; 
And fretful toils, and vexing cares, 
Unseen, unheard, unknown, he bears :z 
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No baiid devote awaits his sway. 
His call no splits of soDg obey, 
His muse, his hopes, his fellows flown,. 
The stubborn soul survives alone. 
Survives — a spark of quenchless flame,-— 
Survives, and from the earthy frame 
That clasps it round in dull embrace. 
Fines for a final resting place. 

I wander far, and weak and rude 
The lay that owns its muse subdued ; 
Vain griefs, and darksome thoughts prevail. 
And lags behind the promised tale. 
And see how void of truth my strain. 
When vile Regret assumes the reign ; 
Crazed by his weak, yet tyrant sway, 
The muse declares the muse away. 

Of freedom vain, and warm with haste. 
Just scaped the school, our truant passed 
By frowning rock, through forest shade, 
O^er rising hill and level mead. 
And now his cautious steps essay 
The towering Sutor^s dangVous way. 
And now, its varied terrors o^er. 
His footsteps print the yielding shore : 
Moveless that day was shrub and tree. 
And slept the cliff encircled sea. 
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O ! prompt and well the muse may trace 
Meet semblance of that lonely place, 
If mem'ry^s powVs can aught inspire 
Of painter^s skill, or minstrel's fire. 
O ! oft in early youth IVe strayed 
To haunted cave and forest glade ; . 
Each cliff, each rugged dell I knew 
Where sweet-knots bloomed, or berries grew. 
Knew where to shelve of whitened rock 
At eve the sable cormorants flock. 
Could point with little arm to where 
Deep the wild-fox had dug his lair. 
Or teach th^ inquiring eye to rest 
Where pendant hung the heron^s nest 
Fve scannM with curious eye the cell 
Where hied the hawk when evening fell, 
Seiz'^d the red crab, with caution stole 
The blue-mail*d lobster from his hole, 
Watch'd the rude seal with silent ken, 
And ventVous storm'^d the badger^s den. 

Of shatter^ cliffs a barrier rude 
Towers darkly o^er th' uncertain flood, 
For stubborn strength and stem array. 
Like Celtic band in battle-day. 
Each beetling crest the ragged thorn. 
Brown heath, and darksome pines adorn, 
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Wild bending oW the shore below, 
Like elf locks on a witches brow. 
Beneath, when shrinks the tide, the strand 
Spreads wide, a waste of russet sand, 
Where cliffs in thick disorder pil'd. 
Seem shocks of com on autumn field. 
There oft, when western blasts prevail. 
The boatman strikes the dangerous sail, 
And safely courts the calm below. 
And marks secure the restless bough 
That stretched o^er yonder sheltering height. 
Yields murmuring to the tempests might. 
Eastward, where sinks abrupt the steep. 
Two nigged spires frown o^er the deep ; 
Robustly stem, and gauntly tall. 
Like giants twain in magic hall. 
The western brow, that havens bound. 
Craggy, and rough, and circled round 
By battling tides, uplifts the head 
Like feudal tower in lonely glade, 
Whose mouldings trim, and carvings gay^ 
War, fire, and time have reft away. 

Ah ! anxious muse, thy art in vain 
Essays to paint the rugged scene. 
To which, of heart unvex^d and gladj; 
That diEty thy careless truant stray^'^d ;: 
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Once more rise to thy task, and tell 
What urg^d his haste, what hann befell^ 

Beyond the rooky tower whose brow 
Sees angry tides conflict below. 
Three caves, whose rayless shades affright, 
Prcwn horrid at the cheerful light ; 
Like surly beldame old and grey, 
When youth and beauty cross her way. 

Of these th' untoward boy had heard, 
But sage advice his search debarred ; 
For why, when round the lonely shore 
The vex^d waves toird with deafning roar. 
And midnight from her lazy wain 
Heard wild winds rave and tides complain. 
And groaning woods, and shrieking sprites,*^ 
Strange sounds from thence, and fearful lights 
Had caught the sailor's ear and eye. 
As drove his storm^press'd vessel by. 

More fearful still, tradition told 
Of these dread caves a story old,««» 
So very old, ages had passed 
Since he who made had told it last. 
Twas thus it ran, of strange array, 
An aged man who^Q locks of grey 



( 



I8f POEHff. 

Like hill-stream flowM his shoulders bVr, 
For three long days on that lone shore 
Sat, moveless as the rocks around, 
Moaning in low unearthly sound ; 
But whence he came, or why he staid,. 
None knew, and none to ask essay'^d. 
At length a lad drew near and spoke. 
Craving reply : the figure shook 
Like shadow on a dimpling stream, 
And tall and short by turns became, 
And fled the boy: the third day pass^d^ 
Fierce'howM at night the angry blast. 
Brushing the waves ; wild shrieks of death 
Were beard these beetling cliffs beneath. 
And crys for aid ; the mdrning'^s light 
Gleamed on a scene of wild affright ; 
Where yawn these caves, the rugged shore^ 
With many a corse was covered oVr, 
And many a gorgeous fragment shew'^d 
How fair the bark the storm subdued. 

O ! say did nought of fear annoy. 
When wandered lone our wayward boy ? 
Bight well th^ unlovely tale he knew. 
And night, and gloom had sworn it true. 
No, though alone through scenes he stray'd. 
Which darksome lore had fearful made^ 
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Eager and bold, keen and elate, 
To Hope^9 sweet strains his pulses beat 
He leaped, he sung, the rocks around 
Breath'^d music at th^ unwonted sound; 
He sung-^his song a Gothic rhime 
That pictured deeds of ancient time. 
Claimed lonely Echoes vain regard, 
And loud and fast the nymph was heard 
MuttVing the old blind Minstrers* lore, 
As school-boy cons his lesson o^er. 

Ah ! 'twas not youth'^s gay fires alone 
Lent to his heart its buoyant tone ; 
No native powers his fears controlPd, 
Though prompt to dare was he, and bold* 
Of Croma's caves he late had heard 
A tale whose power each fear debarred ; 
Whose witching voice like music stole 
In gladness o'er his raptured soiil ; 
And bold he dar'd sprites, rocks, and waves, 
A pilgrim to the patriot's caves. 
The patriot's ? yes, interest must fail 
If hides the muse th' eventful tale. 
That tale a sibyl craz'd and grey. 
Told ere from earth she pass'd away ; 
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And now I ween that none there be 
O muse ! can tell that tale save thee^ 

Of old, when Scotia'^s chiefs of might 
Sought differ^t sides ere closed the fight^ 
When sunk in heart supine she lay^ 
To wasting ills an easy prey, 
Domestic feud and foreign sway, 
Foretold of Heaven a Patriot rose^ 
Whom none could fly, and none oppose. 
Whose heart ne^er lodg'^d a selfish aim. 
Nor thought, nor wish that vice could claim ; 
Of giant frame, and giant mind, 
He tower'd the first of human kind. 

Nay, wanton muse, though Wallace thought, 
Pelt, dar'd, and died as patriot ought, 
Such praise as thine were ill applied 
To him, or mortal man beside, 
Save one, and muse, in lay profane^ 
To name that one were worse than vaitt. 

Thus ran the tale, proud England^s host 
Lay trenched on Croma's winding coast, 
And rose her castled towers beneath 
!Fierce shouts of war, deep groans of death. 
The Wallace heard, from Moray^s shore 
One little bark his warriors bore^ 



But died the breeze, and rose the day, 
Ere gain'd that bark the destined bay : 
When lo ! these rocks a quay supplied. 
These yawning caves meet shades tahide. 
Secure, where rank the night-shade grew^ 
And showered a thick unwholesome dew. 
Patient of cold and gloom they lay. 
Till eve^s last light had died away. 

It died away ; in Croma^s hall 
No flame glanced on the trophied wall, 
Nor sound of mirth, nor revel free 
Was heard where joy had wont to be i 
With day had ceas'd the siege's din. 
But still gaunt famine rag'^d within. 

In chamber lone, on weary b^d. 
That castle's wounded lord was laid^ 
His woe-worn lady watch'd beside. 
To pain devote, and grief, and gloom. 
No taper cheered the darksome room. 
Yet to the wounded chieftain's sight 
Strange shapes were there, and sheets of lights 
And oft he spake in jargon vain 
Of ruthless deed and tjrrant reign. 
For fever pressed his madden'd brain. 

B 
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O hark ! the warder-s rousing call^ 
'* Rise, Warriors rise and man the wall,^ 
Starts up the chief, but rack'd with pain. 
And weak, he backward sinks again. 
" O Heaven they come,'* the lady cries, 
^^ The Southerns come and Urquhart dies ! 
O Thou ! who from thy throne the sky 
Canst shield the weak and blast the high, 
Whose strong right-hand with terrors red 
Smites oft to dust th* oppressor's head, 
Shield from his foes my hapless lord, 
O shield him from th' invader's sword ! 
Supine he lies an easy prey. 
His strength, and ev'n his mind away. 
Be thou his strength, be thou his stay." 

Nay, 'tis not fever mocks his sight. 
His broider'd couch is red with light. 
In light his lady stands confest, 
Her hands dasp'd on her heaving breast. 
And hark ! wild shouts asssdl his ear, 
Xioud and more loud, near and more near 
They rise ; hark ! frequent rings the blade 
On crested helm relentless laid ; 
Yells, groans, sharp sounds of smitten mail, 
And war-cries load the midnight gale : 
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O hark ! like Heaven*8 own thunder high, 
Swells o^er the rest one ceaseless cry, 
Racking the dull cold ear of night, 
" The Wallace wight ! the Wallace wight r 

Yes, gleams the sword of Wallace there, 
Not skiird his country ^s foes to spare ; 
Soars the red camp, like funeral pyre. 
One wild, wide, wasteful sea of fire ; 
Glow red the low-brow'd clouds of night. 
The wooded hill is bathed in light. 
Gleams wave, and field, and turret height. 
Death^s vassals dog the spoiler^s horde. 
Bums in their' front th^ unsparing swcrd. 
The fir'^d camp casts its volumes o^er. 
Behind spreads wide a skiffless shore ; 
Fire, flood, and sword conspire to slay ;-^ 
How sad shall rest morn^s early ray 
On blacken'^d strand and crimsonM main. 
On floods of gore and hills of slain ! 
But bright its cheering beams shall fall 
Where mirth whoops in the Urquhart's hall. 

Wrapt up in airy dreams sublime 
Of ventVous deed and olden time, 
Glad hied our wayward boy, and now 
He stands where towers the ducats brow ; 
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Its rugged mgU, like giuord unkind^ 
Bars passage to the caves bdiuxL 
Stern frowns itfi crest, its sides are sfteep,^ 
The waTe beneath hes dark and deep ; 
So deep, Northumbrian bark I trow, 
With ked unharmM may pass below. 
When tangled ridge aod dusky shore 
The strong fioodrtide has icover'd oVc 

When reigns the moon in fuU-orb^d pride 
O^er fitful brains, and ocean^s tide, 
A narrow str^, wh^ shrink the waves, 
Gives access to the patriot^s caves ; 
But brief I ween must visit be, 
For soon returns the jailor sea. 
When wanes that moon, with ceaseless flow 
The waters lave ike dyjk k^acm^ 
And pathway rouiid tfa* uncertain place. 
Not eye may nw^k^ nor footstep trace. 
Yet half-way iip the airy sitef^, 
Where the tir'd ^^let loves itp deep* 
A path the despVate foot m^y &»!• 
And soon our truant calfd to mind 
How shelving round the duoat's ^d^r 
Access it ^ave, jretreat denied. 
Fond elf, with im^ boldly to 4are 
And wisely think tlbii^s ^i^ent, wer^. 
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He vainly deem'd the beach beneath 
Would scx)n supply a homeward path ; 
And full of this, onward he bends, 
While grisly Death each step attends, 
Ready, should shatter^ crag give way 
Or footing fail, to seize his prey : 
The height is gained ; may fate prevent 
The ills that guard the dire descent ! 

'Tis past ; the ducat^s northern side 
A new and lovely scene supplied. 
The shattered cliflfe of verdure bare, 
The raven's nest, the otter's lair. 
The mountain daisies crimson bloom,. 
And bright and gay the golden broom ;— <- 
All met his search^ or lin^d his way : 
Was 'ever prisoner half so gay ! 

And lo, these caves ! more dull they seenr ^ 
For glows without the solar beam ; 
To wight by fancy ruPd they show 
Meet gateways to a world of woe ; 
Damp, silent, dark, a ceaseless rain 
Pours from their low-browM roofs amain,* 
And sickly plants spring up beneath, 
Might garland round the brows of death. 

a. 8' 
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With narrower front the middle caiwe 

Yawns wistfid at the |iaf»i9g wmfe. 

But deep its last recesses Ue^ 

And darkly y^'d Irom moctal eye ; 

So deep, that, scarce withia the ro^ 

Is heard when teu^)e$t frets the shore; 

So dark in cloudless sununer day 

Scarce wanders there one lonely ray* 

A weighty dropping beats the floor ; 

The damp dark walls are crusted o^er 

With ridgy stone of snowy hue. 

That seems to poet^s curious view 

Like mountain stream o'er high crag thrown^ 

And changM by magic art to stone. 

All this our, triiant saw, wd now 
Wistful he eyes the shore below ; 
Slow falls the tide, much it must fall 
Ere dries beneath bis prison w^l : 
O ! slow it falls ; nay, can it 1;^ ! 
Creeps on this b^ach tb' advancing sea. 
Topples the wave o'er rppk ^4 shor^ 
And crags lajte ^een am cover'd o'er. 
And now the i^n h^^ fio^di his reign^ 
Dull twilight IpKds the lonely i^ne,. 
Roughens eadi cliff, darkeii;^ p^h ^cai^e, 
Night's leaden hue creepy o'er the wave, 



While solemn througb tbe bkck'ning sky, 
Slow sails the homeJx>und cormVaiU by. 

By hope forsook) by thought qpiprest,. 
Anxious, afraid, s^d, tir'd, distre^t^ 
On that lone shore our truant stood,. 
And sadly eyed th^ advancing flood* 
Where yawn the caverns dusk and brown 
Full oft his timVous glance was thrown ; 
As oft was bent his startled ear 
The rock-springs ceaseless drop to hear. 
O hark ! sure from the distant beach 
Gome, zephyr-borne, the sounds of speech ; 
O hark ! th^ impison^d truant^ name 
In faint low tones the caves proclaim ; 
Anxious he starts, and ahrill, and high 
Shouts to the call a prompt reply ; 
A thousand echoes wake around. 
Thunders from every cave the sound, 
And yells the startled hem, and shrill 
The wild hawks shriek comes from thie hill, 
But vain his ear i$ strainM to catch 
Or answering shout, pr sound of speech. 
Again he calls, ii^ babblings yain 
The rock-bpmjechoes $peak again. 
Ah ! 'twas the isor^am of ni^ghted gi)U 
Wing'd for her perch on Bieach's hiU, 



That caught from far his anxious ear ; 
Alas ! no human aid is near. 

The minutes pass ; the light of day 
In slow decline has died away ; 
Sea, crag, bush, cave, and surfless shore 
Night's russet veil has covered o'er ; 
And see, with sad and silent pace 
Dark clouds creep o'er the welkin's face ; 
Mournfully low the breeze of night 
Howls 'mid the cliffs like hapless sprite, 
Who reft of peace, and wretched still, 
Bends all its scope to deeds of ill. 
Now speaks the blast with louder roar. 
And beats th' awaken'd wave the shore, 
Besounds the rock, heaves high the main, . 
Like cataract-spout descends the rain, 
Heaven's awful thunder growls on high. 
And fearful lightnings seam the sky. 

Hew far'd our boy ? a rugged bed 
The western cavern's floor supplied ; 
Lost in the gloom supine he lay, 
And shower'd around the ocean spray, 
And aye the rock-springes measur'd flow - 
Dash'd thick on the rough floor below*. 



O ! wet and eold» and uA and looe* 
Our truant pressed his oouoh of stone ; 
Beside, his mate, wild Fancy lay. 
Dreaming th' unlovely hours away. 
Or muttering in his tortured ear 
Strange sounds of woe, dark tales of £ean 
Once, whmi the wave with hollow roar 
DasVd headlong on th** opposing shore, 
Blent with its voice, a fearful shriek 
She heard, of belPs dire torments speak ; 
Once, when the light'^nings dismal ray 
Gleamed on a crag with lichens grey. 
The fiend that raised and ruPd the storm 
She saw, a spMt of shape deform. 
And giant size : but changM her strain 
From words of fear to words of pain. 
When quick as veers true minstrePs thought. 
The truanCs home to view she broi^^ ; 
And picturM sad with wayward skill. 
In that dear home a ocene of iU^ 
There many a friend assembled sate. 
Sad pond'riiig on their fav -rite's j&tt^. 
Yet whispVing oft in acc^fi low, 
Vmn hope^ which none in heart could know : 
Thinking, though aU such tbou^ts disown. 
Of cliffs that tear, and gulphs that drown. 
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Of rocks thick smear'd with clotted gore^ 

And corse the dark wave drifting o'^er. 

Though little cause I ween they had. 

There were whose hearts yeam'^d to the lad ; 

There were who keen each freak would chide^ 

Yet bless in heart his wayward pride ; 

Who saw 'mid youth^s irregular flame, 

A strength which years mature might claim 

For staunch resolve and genVous aim : 

And oh ! our truant's heart was torn 

To think that those he lov'd should mourn^ 

Now died each care ; calm slumber stole 
All sudden o'er his wearied soul, 
Yet of that soul the powers seem'd 
Still sorely task'd, for lo ! he dream'd. 
That dream unfold, to thee alone 
O Muse, the strange detail is known. 

No change of scene or place it gave^ 
Beneath him dash'd th' insulting wave. 
And crags above, and caves behind, 
His waking cares recalled to mind : 
Much longing for th' approach of day. 
In thought he stood where lorn he lay. 
At length a dull grey light there shono^ 
The wave, the shore, the cliffs upon ;, 
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A slow £i{][proachIng tread he heard. 
And straight an old grave man appeared 
Whose silvVy beard his bosom swept ; 
In russet stole his frame was wrapt. 
Its skirts descending brushed the ground ; 
His waist a leathern girdle bound. 
" WandVer," he crys in tone austere, 
'* Dull child of clay what dost thou here ? 
The truant's heart grew chill and cold. 
Yet prompt the awful sage he told 
How much misled by fro ward thought, 
Last noon the Patriot's caves he sought, 
Hoping when fell the evening tide 
To trace the path the beach supplied, 
And how of woe dire weight he bore 
Since hid th' advancing wave the shore. 
*" Insect of clay'' the seer replied, 
" Vain dupe of hope, weak child of pride, 
Young as thou art in years, in thee 
Much of thy wretched race I see ; 
With headlong speed to ill they run. 
They dream amiss and wake undone. 



'^ Go, quit these scenes for haunts of men. 
Nor dare th' impris'ning path again ; 
Beware, for O ! in life's dark round. 
Full many such thy race have found. 
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Those gods to whom their souls are sold, 
Ambition, {Measure, fame, and gold, 
Owns each its own imprisoning path ; 
For each th^ unlovely night is death. 
But go, and O ! should foul desire 
Light in thy heart its sordid fire, 
Should lust of pow'r incite to crime, 
Or fame allure, or gold inflame. 
Think of the night when vex''d and lone^ 
You pressed the Ducats couch of stone 
And fly the snare."^ Scarce had he s»d 
When quick as thought the vision fled. 
And to the truants waking eyes 
Wide spreads the wave, the cliffs arise ; 
The angry storm had passM away. 
And glimmer'*d faint morn^s early ray : 
And hark ! rise accents grufi^ and rude 
From where the dream-born sage had stood. 
. ** Ha ! fellow art thou here ! art well ? 
What ! couldst thou find no fitter cell 
Than this wild cave ? wert not afraid ? 
This the worst trick that ere you playM. 
Sore griev^ are all your friends I trow ; 
Haste, see the boat lies moor'd below.*" 
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Ah cruel Death, thy sway aneath 

Has fa^n as bonny a maid 
As ever sitf the birth o' time 

Thy breath in darkness laid. 
An^ now, ev^n to the lone kirk-yard, 

(Though harsh my numbers be), 
I^ve come, to frame a little sang. 

To snatch her name frae thee. 

High r the lift the broad bright suti 

Looks o*er the peacefu^ scene ; 
The leafy trees are moveless a\ 

The wide sea sleeps serene. 
Ae silvery cloud, an' only ane^ 

Hangs r the lift sae blue ; 
The little flowries bend their headd 

As wastes the sparkling dew. 

Hark ! frae the narrow dell aneath 
The bumies' Voice is heard : 

Hark ! hid the branchy woods among> 
Chauntsmany a blythsome bird. 

s 
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The coni-craig whoops, the sea-gull screams, 

The red-bee murmurs by, 
All* o'^er the calm wa^e, borne afar, 

Echoes the sailcr''s cry. 

Around swells mony a grassy heap, 

Stands mony a sculptur'^d siane » 
An"* yet, in a^ this peopled field 

No being thinks but ane. 
The e'^e thaf s masked aneath the sod 

The bright sun canna^ cheer, 
Nor voice o' bird, nor brattlin^ stream,^— 

Fa'^s on Death''s listless ear. 

Ev^n she wha lo^ed ilk varied change 

That nature^s face can shaw, 
Frae russet simmer^s blossomed pride, 

To winter'*s fleecy snaw ; 
Heedless, and cauld, an^ darkened oW, 

Lies ^mid a ance loVd scene, 
Nor kens gin howl the wintry blasts. 

Or simmer smiles serene. 

to 

Ah mem'ry ! wi' thy hoarded joys 
There blends fu^ mony a pang ; 

Short space, waes me, thy pleasures stay. 
But bides thy sorrows lang. 



Frae a^ tby store what canst thou gte 

To cbace the shades o^ wae, 
What) first thou^st tauld o' wilheFd hopes. 

That blum*d for mony a day. 

Mine twitfd around that lorely maid 

Like ivy round the tree ; 
Wr her they died ; ay, hope an' her 

Are reft alike frae me. 
Yet though within my heart there dwells 

A grief that winna die ; 
Nae tear-draps dew that maiden^s grave, 

My wasted cheeks are dry. 

Stranffe wayward feelings cloud my saul,"-^^ 

That saul, sin"* hope has fled, 
PiUes like the frame that girds it round. 

Ilk sense o' pleasure dead. 
But quick and sharp the glance it throws 

O'er a* the joys o' men ; 
AnV wretched seems their baseless pride, 

Their boastings fause an*^ vain. 

Ah brither men ! ah hapless race ! 

Sae lang, sae wilful blind ; 
O' pride an** wae whare e^er ye pass^ 

The tracks are left behind. 
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Ev^n wi^ ye'r griefs. yeVfoBbriimQ^ 
YeV graves ye> pride confess ; 

Its graved upon the grey through-stane,. 
Busked in the last dead dress. 

O'^er wasted banes an^ foul black dust 

The marble veil is spread ; 
Moulders aneath the naked scull,— 

Aboon the shield o^ pride. 
Moulders aneath the naked scull, 

Aneath is truth^s domain ; — 
Aboonu the tracks o^ livin* men 

Are fausehoqds kent an^ vain» 

Oust,, brither men, like that we tread,, 

Formed sin' this war? began. 
The heaving breast o' bpnny maid. 

An' the arm o' mighty man. 
Ay,, soon the light- wingM years attest 

Whence might atf beauty came ; 
Baith fail, though fam'd the warrior's glaii^e^ 

An' fierce the lover's flame. 

This mony without thought could s^y ; 

This few unharm'd can feel ; 
Ah brith/er men, nor dull, nor trite 

The truths our griefs reveaK 
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Whan first on the lorn heart they break 

Baith new an strange they shaw : 
^< An^ are earth^s ilU sae sharp an staunch I 

Its joys sae baseless a' !^ 

Dinna mistrust the wretched thing. 

My brithren o^ the sod, 
Wha bodes ye wae ; the path ye tread,. 

Alas ! that path Tve trod. 
Like your^s my spirit joyM, like year's 

My fond fule heart was glad 
Whan on a thing o^ brickie yird 

Its stauncheet hopes were laid. 

An^ can I no eseape the thought 

That a' my joys are gane ! 
That never peace can bless my sauL 

r the land o^ livin^ men ! 
Rise memVy, tell o* AnnaV worth, 

Tell o' her peerless blume, 
Her hopes sae fair, her love sae pure,. 

But come na near. her tomb.^ 

First lovely to my gaze she seem^ 

On a bonny Sabbath mom ; 
^Twas at the time the wild rose emttr* 

Its fragrance round the thcHn, 

a a. 



Half hid, on yonder crookit larefar 
Her snaw-white arm was laid, 

An*^ thoughtfu'' seemt her look^ an\ fix^d 
On the turf that veils the dead 

I lookM, an^ lookM again, at leagth 

Her glance was raisM to me ; 
The rose wax'^d redder on her cheek. 

An'' earthward turnM her e'e» 
Her e> mild as the deep blue sky 

At the cloudless hour o^ noon^ 
Whan leims the sun on the sleejung wave, 

In the bonny month o^ June. 

Bight staid she seemt, for early thought 

On her brow his hand had laid,^ 
Though blended in her peerless form 

The lassie wi^ the maid. 
Her^s a fair woman^s powers to please, 

UnwrangM by woman^s art, 
For tl^irobb*d her swelling breasts aneatht 

The lassie^s.guileless he^rt. 

Much I admir'^d her face an' form,. 

Tliough npt her saul I kenn'd, 
For I /igh'd least art sbpuld rise an* majr 

A mien nae art could mi^nd^ 
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Fule sigh I a sauI pure an^ sincere 

Frae a^ her motions leimt, 
For she was a"* that bard could feign. 

An' what she was she seemt. 

That bcMiny morn pass'^d quick awa^ 

An' passed the noon-tide hour, 
Atf evening fell, an' night's dark veil 

The fair scene covered o'er ; 
An' rose another bonny morn^ 

An' pass'^d another day, 
But never pass'd frae this fond heart 

That maiden's form away. 

O* ! love can make the timid bauld, 

Can loose the fault'ring tongue ; 
Love-fir'd, the heart courts loftiest deeds, 

An' high the lyre is strung. 
Ev'n I, whose wild unpolish'd mood 

My rustic friends wad blame, 
Wax'd gentle, an' invok'd the muse. 

That peerless maid my theme. 

Days pass'd, an' now my patient steps 
That maiden's walks attend ; 

My vows had reach'd that maiden's ear,. 
Ay, an' she ea'd me friend. 
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Ad^ I was blessed as blessed can be :•*-• 

The fond daft dreamer Hope 
Ne'er dreamed o"* happier days than mine, 

Or joys o^ ampler scope. 

Ye balmy shrubs, the rising breeze 

Riots yeV sweets amang ! 
Ye trees^ the rustle o' ye'r leaves 

Blends wi^ the mavis^ sang ! 
Enjoy yeV prime, a sterner gale 

In autumn'^s witbVing day. 
Shall sweep ye flowers yeV pride to dust. 

Ye tree§ yeV leaves away. 

Nay, cease dark thought ! nay, oease it 
thought ! 

^Tis o^ past bless I tell. 
O why in heart sae formed for joy 

Suld grief delight to dwell ? 
O why suld pain frae pleasure spring P*^ 

Frae ease why deadly smart ? 
Ungrateful guest, ere pleasure fliea 

She sacks her lodge the heart. 

O bonny, bonny Uum*d the flowers^. 

O sweet the mavis sang. 
Whan arm in arm that maid an I 

Wandered these woods amang ; 
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A hirer sky the sky appeared, 

A lovlier earth the earth, 
Ab^ ieea^d ilk scene^ a aeeneo^ joy. 

Ilk sound, a sound o^ mirth. 

There dwalls nae sorrow in this warP 

To the heart that's glad an^ gay. 
There dwalls nae pleasure in this warP 

To the heart that's press'd wi' wae. 
This Anna said, an O ! I mind 

Ae half I own'd for true : 
My Anna's gane, for sooth I ken, * 

Waes me ! the ither too. 

O^ neebour's failings, neebotir's fauts 

Frae her nae word wald fa', 
For the pure she lo'ed, the gude she priz'd. 

An' the bad she pitied a'. 
An' she has said that they whose thoughts 

Can brood their ain hearts over 
Are the purest aye, and the readiest aye 

Their u^ebours' fauts to cover. 

Ah cease my sang ! my heart wad break 

Afore my tongue could tell 
How that the wish'd for marriage day 

Was fixed, and what befelK 



The breast whare guile had nerer dwalt^ 

The seat of pain became ; 
Yet whiter wax'd my Annans arm^ 

And glow'd her cheek wi* fif»iie« 

Nay ceaie my sang ! my heart will break 

Afore my tongue can shaw 
How ane by ane my lofty hopes 

Took wing and hied awa\ 
For aye she drooped, waes me ! at length 

On death^s mirk bed she lay, 
An^ now she^s gane, that lovliest maid,— • 

My Anna'^s gane for aye. 

The bonny flowers are a' in blume^ 

The young leaved woods are gay, 
The skies are clear, an^ the little birds 

Warble the live-lang day ; 
But ah ! thus heart nae sympathy 

Wi^ nature's joy can keep ; 
Would, I were laid by Anna'^s side. 

An' shared her dreamless sleep. 

O ! mony a lovely hope was hers 
Wha lies these flowers aneath ; 

To hej* a Saviour's love was dear. 
An' a calm sleep seent'd death. 



i 



Aft has die prayVI o^er the pare page 

That tells o* bliss on high| 
Th»t frae the sod draws the staid gaze 

To fix it oa the d^y. 

But ah ! for me, — ^nay, words are vain : 

Here cease my mournfu^ sang, 
Already linkM in mony a verse. 

An rude perchance as lang. 
I vainly dreamed that thou shouldst Hve 

Like saogs o^ years gane by ; 
But na ! my Annans dead an' gane« - 

An^ soon her name maun die. 
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NOTB TO THE FOREGOING POEM. 

HendwnV Saog is ^d imitation of a simple little poem wbicb was 
written about the middle of the last century by David Henderaon, a 
native of tbe parish of Cromarty. A history of this man, were it pes- 
tiUe that such could now be written, would pro?e interesting, for ha 
v«i oDo of those concerning whom Fortune and Nature seem ai 
Tsriapee. From the latter he received talents of a cast much soporior 
to those which she commonly bestows ; by the former he was placed in 
VI obscure walk of U&, and prevented from quitting it. He acquired 
^ litlie ^cation be ever possessed in a manner somewhat uncamoBWu 
When employed in tfndi^g a flock of aheep, he van uught toi6«d bj 
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a boy of rimOw oeenpaliflD ; and be leaned to vrile by imiirtiiig f^ 
lettBn of one of tboie oopy-boola used in iduMlay upon the moodi iiit 
eionci whidi he found on the asm shoie. 

The occoiion of the poetn, of whidi the fbtegoing is an imitatioiit 
WW as liDiDovs : — When a )oaDg man he became attadied to a giri 
named Ann Watson, who in her day was much edebiated fiir be^ 
cfaannsy both penonal and mentaL She was beantifal to admlratioa, 
ifationally, yet fervently pious, and possessed of a mind at once poveifal 
and delicate. It is n6 wonder David ooald love sach a one ; and as no 
disparity of condition fanaed an obsttfde to the onion, as she was s 
woman of sense and he a man of merit, in sH probability she woold 
hate made him happy. But alas ! in the bloom of youth and odoor 
of virtne, she was taken from bim by that insidious disease, which, 
when it preys upon the vitals of its victims, renders their appearance 
more interesting, as if to make their Ums the taote regretted. SSie died 
of consumption, and David was left behind to monm over her grave, 
and, when his grief had settled into a calm melancbdly, to write s 
pretty simple ballad.lilce elegy to her memory. I have heard my mother 
say that a copy of this elegy was left by David at the grave of his 
mistress, where it was afterwards found by a person who preserved, sod 
gave transcripts of it to several. I do not know that any of these ar.> 
now to be found. The copy I possess is imperfect ; I wrote it last winter 
as the venes were repeated to me by my mothei', who committed th.m 
to memory when a child. 

' I have found few of the old people with whom I conveksed coneero- 
Ing David who knew that he made vexsts, but none of them were 
Ignorant of his having been a good man. Indeed there appears to have 
been something uncommon in his character, fbr he was steady and on- 
%6Iadle, though a poet ; and of a grave deportment, good natured, and 
a diristian, though of a ready wit. He left this world for a better, 
after having attained to a good old age, six and twenty years ago, on 
the very day upon which his imitator, (he writer of this, entered it I 
subjoin hb poem ; — it may prove interesting to those who love to con. 
template a fine genius wrapt up in the dishabille of imperfect educalioo. 



Borne oT this deftripUoB will 1» «ttn<j^ q\ n^itiM^ it V»itb a tlt<Might» 
that die unknown aathora of oax much i|dnMi]B4 oU ballAdt, audi m 
Chevy-chaoe, Edom of Gordon, Oilmorioe, the bonny Evl of Blur. 
^nsjy See. were in talent and •4ttG»4<yn nctt yqli^Ke Div^id Hendenoob 
For my own part I regard him i« ofif, qf thjui d^jSp ; and perhi^s Ad* 
^ison would have thonght 4f» too^ 



£I^EO¥ ON THE DiW^T» Of A yOUm WOMAN; 

She*i Blain l^ 4lM^|i ^biH i|(M9^ ;;i^ 
An object worthy love ; 

And for ho: i^ was ff^^y a ^ ( 

No d^Hbt shft^s nov aboiw. 

A short sketch of tbi» maid^n^s Iif$ 
Keep in Wjpopl I sbill. 



In dre^A lihe loveiid to hfi t^U 
In handsome tr^n wouldi^ i 

IShe loved not to he above 
Her sfeatiottj nor helpv* 

And she .^»s cb^^tft^fe. nie^^ 
And ktod to every one ; 

For they ^at t^oly iQye the)): Goi. 
Do hatred bear to none. 



bat if>i ^,|4)(^. f^d ifi hii.ye dqht 
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In the midst of all frospoitj 
She on a death-bed Uy: 

And when the on a detdi bed lay, 

To her were vifits made 
By MinUten and Elden, who 

In her great pleatnve had. 

Beeauie their qnestiont unto them 
Concerning future things. 

Were wisely answer*d every one ;«- 
She lorM the King of Kings. 

Her friends might her envy, 

Because of them she got the start 

Into chat place preparM 
By Jesus Christ, the great High Priest^ 

Who welcomes more to share. 

Her leek-wake it was piously spent 
In social pray*r and praise, 

Performed by judicious men 
Who striken were in days. 

A thing uncommon in this place 

On such occasion-* 

• ••••• 

The neighbours round assembled all 
To bear her corpse away ; 

And many a tear by young and old 
Waa shed that mournful day. 



i 



F0EM8. Sll 



But tboagh M*$ laid io- dArkfome grate, 

Sinee He for sin that bled 
Lay in that pUce, it has become 

To His a pleasant bed. 

Though some may blame my eonfidenee 

In her salntioD, 
Yet many a one more wise than I 

Will join me in my song. 

To them that ask what was her name 

Of whom my verses tell, 
'Twas Annie Watson, one whose charms 

AU others did ezosll. 

She was the first that ever I 

In beaaty*s bloom did see. 
Departing from tlie stage of time 

Into eternity. 

O may her sex her imitate ! 

Example fh>m her take. 
And strive to gain the day of gface^ 

And wicked ways forsake.. 
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No star of golden lutfu^tlt^ h^^A the turlb 
Of him who all unknown and lonal/, poms 

As fails the light lof et^^ 

^is pensive artless song. 

Yea, those who auurk out honour, wealth, ease, fame^ I 
As man'*8 sole joys, shall find ne>jsy in him ; I 

Yet of far nobler kind 

* 

His silent pleasures prove. 

For not unmarked by hiiii th« w^iys -rfnien. 
Nor yet to him the ample page unknown. 

Where tracM by nature^s hand 

Is many a pleasing line. 

O ! when the world'*s dull children bend the knee^ 
Meanly obsequious, to some mortal god. 

It yields no vulgar joy 

Alone to stand aloof.^ 



Or when they josde on wealth^s crowded road. 
And swell the tumult on the breeze, ^tis sweet, 

Thoughtful, at length reclined, 

To list the wrathful hum. 

O 1 what though foolish men affect to scorn 
The loitering dreamer of lifers darkest shade, 

Stingless the jeer whose voice 

Comes from th^ erroneous path. 

Scomer, of all your toils the end declare !. 
If pleasure, pleasure comes uncalled to cheer 

The haunts of him who spends 

His hours in quiet thought. 

L happier he who can repress desire. 

Than they who seldom mourn a thwarted wish v> 

The vassals they of fate, 

Th' unbending conqueror he^ 

And thou blest Muse, though rudely strui^ thy lyre. 
Its tones can guile the dark and lonesome day, 

Can smooth the wrinkled brow, 

And dry the sorrowing. tear.. 

Thine many a bles% O I'^masy a: solace thine ;; 
By thee upheld the.aoul asserts het tbconei 

t8. 
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Atid ddve^jed peace f>i*e^ifik. 

And thou fair Hope, "wliett other diMliferts IeuI)— 
WI^D night's thick mists descend, thy beacon flames 

TM gleiw the clouds «t<oand 

With beams of promisied bMs6; 

Thou failest not, nvhen tnnte the sootMng lyre^ 
Lives thy unfading solace ; sweet to raise 

Thy €ye, O ! quiet Hope, 

And greet "a friend in HeAvea. 

A friend, a brother, one whose awful throne 
In holy fear Heaven's mightiest sons approach; 

One powerful to .defend, 

And to destroy resistless, 

O hope sublime! "Hiis tmdecemng liepe 

That builds upon th^ Btemal, and the thought 

3%8t tmily tells idf fJim, 

From iHim lilone proceeds. 

Truth's only source. ^nsuIHed yagerf^xJ, 
What were my steadiest hopes untaught of tlieeB 

Dreams of the 'Wiikefdl day. 

Bright, but ^dueive atL 



me 



liVbat were my loftiatt flnu^s? «biidra« of doubts 
Fancies, — ^pentenee af fliaid and aober lime. 

But specious as the cloud 

That mocks ttlie ^dlar^s gaw* 

IVhen long by advene awads and faatdiag waves 
Held from the povt deaanady ^oa aumaner's eve, 

When not a breath disturbs 

Tbe itthiery aiare immense. 

From the tall poop his imgiag eyes are 4ram'd, 
The purple hills, and wcod% and fields to greets 

The lakes and winding streams 

Eiv'n df a land well knawn. 

High joy is his ; but ioi the ibnecae of eve 
Boughens the darkening auoa;; in wicatfas of cloud 

The lofty hills descend, 

Hhe £cUs are lottVl awqr. 

Ah sad illusion I the poor sailarlslifiaDt 

Grows cold and s^ck, for aaance >a hape aamives ; 

Fix'^d on the picturM cloud, 

BaeoTO^baaie, mbejr idedamy. 



Volume of God all haili jfeomthg^; 
Unblent with eni«riIawilbeatmuna«ofiradi. 
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tl6 raxKs. 

spring unmrd and pure. 
Welling from th^ eternal rock. 

Not as the dull forgetful brook art thou 
Of old by poets feignM, whose turbid waves. 

Blent with the stream of time^ 

Darkened its measured flow v 

For ihine the present, thine the doubtful p£»t,. 
And thine the wonders of a coming day ; 

The lyre of prophecy, 

The awful Toice of God» 

Man of dark studious brow, thy painful years 
Are spent in gloomy cell, where all around 

The lore of ancient days 

Thy patient search abides : 

Say art thou wise 1 throughout the cheerful' day 
O^er the broad page thy failing eyes are thrown,. 

And when the sober night 

Bids the tir^d peasant rest, 

Thy lamp^s red flame, ev^n till the dawn o£morn^ 
Draws the staid gaze of watchful mariner^ 

As coasting patient on 

He wooes the breeze of ni^t. 
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tiy art thou wise i «vil piMaib mi amih 
The shouta of war, fluQnuf^ tSn 

And hideous Tyranny 

Ufiilb his front to Hieami ; 

While virtue (if in tnHh on eartJi there lives 
That which the Poets praised) n Tened aore^ 

And lo ! 'mid gathering shades. 

Wide yaHPOB tfa^ abhorred vaolt; 

It closeth :«-^ure liilDe fiite awMts on aU, 

And like reward ! say, ksow^t thou night of death ? 

Say, in lifers troublous scene 

Does aaglttof God appear F 

Poor wretch art sifaoft i aiadiy gay or grievVI, 
As dreams of seeming truth or doubts arise. 

Thy long laborious life 

Is spent in doing aought 



The fleeting shades that oV the aunnner laead 
At noon^tide sail, «elliag how speedy the breeze 

Viewless, through upper air^ 

WKeo ifM is caha beneath) 

Are emblems of thy thoughts ; the icy Sower 
Wafted by tides, and gahn^ aad heaving ivaves 
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From SonUa's dicnry ooatt» 
To legkms of the San, 

Shews semblance meet to all diy systems fair.— 
Spcvung with the gay sunbeam, glittVing bright, 

Lo, on the ocean^s verge ' 

A precious gem it seems ; 

Now nearer borne, bright sfnres and domes arise, 
And battled towers, and turrets loopM around, 

And roofs of gorgeous haDs, 

And palaces sublime ; 

And now still nearer borne, it towers confessed 
A bard cold icy mass ; no shelter there 

The crew of foundering bark 

Finds from the greedy wave. 

But rather death. See how unresting change, 
As darts the beam that gilds it and-'destroys. 

Flits oVr its shapeless spires. 

Moulding thor forms anew. 

In fleshly bark on lifers rough ocean tossed, . 
Say, dost thou trust man of the thoughtful brQW„ 

To that cold icy diff, 

So soon to melt away \ 
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hy, art tbou wise ! soon shall the tempest rave, 
knd the deep rayless shades of ni^t descend ; 

Soon o^er the faithless main 

Shall death^s dread vassals rage. 

Perchance against that cliff thy hapless bark 
May strike, tossed by the surge ; one echoing crash 

Above the wide spread roar 

Would rise, one fearful shridc. 

And straightway, stillness reign, the calm of death, 
fThus Cato, Brutus thus in fate^s dark hour. 
Struck Against the trusted cliff 
On which their hopes were reared ; 

And from lifers twilight to the midnight shades 

Of death were driven ; the storm ragM, but its pow V 

To ravage and destroy. 

Their treacherous refuge gave. 

Say, wilt thou learn, man of th^ unending toil. 
Of care, and doubt, and sy8tem,-^wilt tbou learn 

How all things are, and why. 

And what th^ appointed end ? 

Say, wilt thou leara of Him on whom thy hopes 
May safe repose, nor fear th^ outrageous blast ? 



N«3r» bui than auif^t in ncom. 
And bcimB thai brov of pride. 

Not to the slave of amaoDt Grfeece,* oer yet 
To him the sculptor^-f* wisest deemed of mett^ 

I woo thy memVy forth^ 

Th' unaeendy gibe to queU : 

'BoT mine no baa^ of natite powV$ sublime^ 
O^er toil triumphant and the lack of lore ; 
Not mime the frkill to tm^ 
Go aeardi the page of Heaven. 

It tells how ibi9 Wight world and tl>e ffliir ^Ul^fl 
Sprung into being, how th^ Eternal word 

Bade tlunkipg soqls exists 

ABd matter heave with life* 

How ill begany «|]4 how for wrett^hed metXy 
He who on Heaven^s high throne exalted sat^ 

itnling tJnat MOiveris^ 

Hia ppl^t word g^ye birth) 

Descendedi and a man of i^aay woes, 

A houseless^ homeless wanderer, grieved and poor^ 
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The t|)0]ft ctf tiuif^tig ^fteildb, 
Of fmis tbt «0oni beMuiie. 

It tells bow tortur^d^ nMcMi) aseek^l, ^despi^d, 
Of men forsaken and betrayM, by God 
Fvnakttn too^ 1m bled 
ScroMhX on tkeimind^for^s atom ; 

Wept, groan^d> and dM, and ill the silent tomb 
L.ay prostrate, the ungrieving thrall oif-deatb,-^ 
Of deatby ks tdbt of po«v«r 
Fett'rbg each bload««iainM fintfe. 



Lo, he has risen ! oH the poKihed muib 
Of the fear^tricken soldier, gleams a light 

Like that of samwer^s iKoni 

By geHtle stneaMlet cat^ht. 

And death flies howriiaig, and the po^MHers of hell 
llie to their dark and dolorous abode, 

Ev^n in tbe faoiiie«rf^ili 

Seveser wtim to ludfe 



Lo, be has risen I Ca Ae aivM sky 

O turn thy gaze, man of the thoughtful brow> 

Tbm, 'flud die iAut cf ifemta, 

U &td ill' «t«mltkromv 
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Ey^n of the man thy Brother, ev'n of Him 

Thy God, who formM and soon will judge the world: 

The friend of hapless man^ 

His hand is stretchM to save. 

What is the smile of kings, the voice of niirCh, 
Of wealth the joy, of fame the fickle breath .; 

What all the glitfring baits 

That tempt eaith's atheist sons ? 

Little, and poor, and vile. Fair page of triith. 
Is God my God ! say am I known of Him, 

Whose hand sustains the sky. 

With all its glittVing host? 

Say, am I known,.Tyea, known and much beWd, 
Of Him, the King of kings, the Lord of lords : 

Swell heart with loftiest joy ! 

Vile thoughts of earth ^retise! 

Retire, I love you not :— Now, O my God *! 
Thou of the ear and eye attent, descend, 

And as thy Spirit chas'd 

The deep, the eternal shades 

That o'er th' outrageous waves of the dead earth 
Hung brooding, so ev'n now thy livii^ light 
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Pour on my darken^ hearty 
Wilh sin dispelling beam'; 

For evil passions, low and faithless cares^ 
Desires that brood o'*er earthly things, and dDubts, 

Hell bom, and wishes foul, 

Oft make a dwelling there. 

Descend, O son of David ! Lord, thy heart. 
Save that it knows not sin, is formed like mine ; 
Round it temptations raged, 
• My foes- rage every where ; 

Within, without, around : O ! I am weak, 
Tea^ strengthless wholly in a righteous cause 

Are all my native powers. 

Though strong in evil act. 

Shield me ev^n from myself, save from the fiend ;: 
As are the grains of summer dust compared 

With those vast orbs that roll 

Round the fair source of light, 

So are my powers to his ; but his with thine 
Compare not ; finite, and utter weakness, 
^ Are terms, O Lord, to thee 
Of like import and power. 
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Bejoice my 8oul in God i Bfjeioe in Godi 
^e is thy wisdom, He, O soul^ ^y strengtlt;: 

All fulness dwells in Him, 

From Him all liemmff flaw. 

Conqueror of d^tb ! joy of th^ aecepled mA .^ 
! wonders raise no doubt wbeo told, of thit% 

Thy way past finding out ; 

Tby Iqvj^ can tangu^ dap}fu» ? 

GbeerM by thy smile, peace d weUa am^A tk^ Itorm ;. 

9eld by thy hand, the floods assail in viin; 
With grief is blent a joy, 
Andir beaiw. the T^ult qf doatb^ 



FOXMS. fS5 



DAVIDS LAMENTATION OVER SAUL 

AND JONATHAN. 
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The Beauty of Israel is slainj 

Her green hills are crimsoned with gore, 

And the comfortless mourners are mourning in vainw 
For the mighty are mighty no more. 

! tell not the tale in the ear of the foe 
Of the ruin his sword hath made. 
For faster still our tears must flow, 
If mingles his shout with our wail of woe. 
If the sons of the Gentile be glad : 

tell not the tale to the warriors of Gath, 

For their mirth will be cruel a& deadly their wrath.^ 
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Ob the hills wh^e join-d the disastrous fray 
No.rain shall descend, no sunbeam play ^ 

U.S.. 
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HiUsofGUboabesad! 
Your summits the dark clouds of sorrow shall i^Qk 

For the tree shall die, and the gtem herb fail,^ 
Where the shield of the mighty was ca^t away, 
Where sunk th^ anointed head. 
iUafi^h for the pride of Israel hadi fail^j 

Jonathan's how, and the sword of Saul, 
Oft red they returned from the crimson d field«^ 

Now the heathen rejpice in their fall ; 
!^or broken they lie, (O Israel deplore !)^ 
And red, but not with PhilistiiM^i gor^* 



Alas ! the* glories of Israel imther. 
Ah, mi^ty Sireh afa> mighty Son ! 
The pride of our "vallies ye floiormh^d togetber^-^ 
Toge;ther your xpoe is run.^ 
And the quivMi^ cheek, and the^ tcyurful eye 
Of the mourners, that vrader oul aJ«Be^ 
Ajod thf^widow's watl^aud the wairvirlsjBigh,^ 
TisU that the gkivy x>l Israel is gona 
Ye were swift as the eagle of tireless, wing. 
When he mounts from the gaze of men. 
And strong as the desert'^s wrathful king, 
W'kiM ths Tidlief ; wild mih Uaatwrings nn^^ 
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Daughters of Isiad>. ye mourn ! 
The fair are sad when the mighty fitll ; 
ITe weep, for the banners of Israel are torn^ 
And broken the bnoid of Saul : 
l^he ffSjLs of his love on your robes are shown^ 
Th^ stainless^gold^and the sparkling stone. 
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Alas ! iov tlm strength of Jaraelhaih fail'd^ 
FaiPd in. the deathful (rs^ ; 
JonathauV Qrest lies soiPd on the fields, 

His honour^ ape reft away. 
My brotli^r^ n^y gj^M^t^di^n* my guide,^ 
How desolate t^ bpaom 1 haw desolate and:; void 
Wild beats my heart while thy deeds I proclaim ; 
For thy lov^ was high as the warrior's pride. 
And purQ as the virg^u'9 ibme* 
Long far tb^ shall wy sorrowings flow*-— 
liong the voicfe of ppiy b*rp. be a wail of woe ; 
0! how have the dark clouds overshadowed thy fanie ! 

O ! how aiTQ thj? uMi^ty laid Itml 

The beauty o£ I^a^l i& slaui^ 
Her grefo, biU^a^ crimsoned wiib^gpre. 
And the Qp«i&i;t)^j^qfUmn;L^^are ipoiunung; ig vain, 
Tor the mighty, are mighty namor^ 



MS POSM9 



PSALM XIII. 



Weary and woe4>^erpre88'd I pine. 
Forsaken Lord by hope and thee ; 

Bereavement^s bitterest pangs are mine. 
And turns, still turns thy face from me. 

Ah ! where can now my trust repose. 
My hope victory cr peace to win. 

When rage without my deadly foes,. 
And doubt and terror reign within. . 

O turn my God to me thine ear, 
Strengthen awhile my feeble breath. 

Ere pressed with woe and wasting care 
I sleep the long dark sleep of death. . 

My Grod, when low in darkness laid,. 

Of heart elate th^ insulting foe 
Shall trample o^er my prostrate head, 

And boast the power that laid me low.. 



And wih thou thus my griefs proloBg ? 

Thus quench my hopes ? thus aid my foes ? 
No ! Lord on thee Tve trusted long» 

On thee my tirust shall still repose. 

^is thine to hid the heart rejoice. 

That long has piu'd with grief and pain ^ 

liord, scdae^d thus, wilh harp and "mice 
Tot thtfe AaU xise my geateful stiwui. 
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FRAGMENTS OF AN ODE TO HOPiS. 



Yet raise once more thy soothing strain : — 

Ha ! blooms the ivreath of fame. £Drme ? 
No more I court her smiles in vidn^ 

For freed from care» from labour free>. 
This hand th^ Aonian lyre shall sway 

Boldly, and evVy passing breeze 
That bears my raptVous strain away 

Shall bear me back the voice of praise. 
Ah, false one ! ne^er that wreath must bind. 

This brow, the brows it dances o^er 
Are sure th^ abodes of giant mind, 

And I am weak in thought, and poor. 
And false one, though His very grief 

To think or speak of what must be,. 
Now listen, and in sentence brief. 

Of future time 111 tell to thee. 
Incred'^lous ! who ere, save the muse. 

The Prophet's sacred mantle wore ? 
None, nor false thing will mine refuse 

To cast one piercing glance before. 



FOBICS. SSI 

'See^8t ^bou that grave ? does mortal know 
Aught of the dust that lies below ? 
^Tis foul, *ti8 damp, 'tis void of form, 
A bed where winds^he loathsome worm, 
A little heap mouldering and brown. 
Like that on fiowVless meadow thrown 
By mossy stream, when winter reigns 
O'er leafless woods, and wasted plains ; 
And yet that brown, damp, formless heap, 
Once glowM with feelings keen and deep. 
Once eyed the light, once heard each sound 
Of earth, wave, air, that murmurs round a 
But now, ah now ! the name it bore, 
Sex, age, or form, is known no more ; 
This, this alone, O hope, I know. 
That once the dust that lies below 
Was like my^lf of liuman race. 
And made this world its dwelling place. 
Ah this, when death has swept away 
The myriads of life's present day. 
Though bright the visions rais'd by thee. 
Will all my fame, my history be. 



Yet raise once more thy soothing strain, 
JNor heed Ihou fond deceiving thing 



Though truth ihonU ixilafcttte and pittOv 

And felon pleaaute^s mesial sting. 
Once more aanmie thy wonted anule \ 

Thou knoiw^st fond thing my fortioie man^ 
To care my nigfata, my days to toU 

Have loi^ lory fate deroted been. 
Deceiver ! to that diymy bonk 

Where -iloiwers of loVeBest boei inria^^ 
Where waves the poplar tall and dank. 

Why thus direct my longing eyes ? 
Why flame these heaps of hoiutled gold ? 

How canst Uiou wear that Bober brow ? 
For me ^ for me these sums untx>ki ! 

Nay, Hope, ^)Ott''st sure turned jester acHr. 
Too little touchy with love of pelf, 
A careless toiUpredestin'^d elf 
I live, to me the art %mknown 
Of sagely adding one to one. 
But hold, I trace thy meaning naw. 
Beneath that hillock^s Verdant brow 
My rest shall be, when worldly stcure 
Shall glad or gcien^e my heart no flaovei 



LIFE, — A Lyric Poem. 



Sen erdty joy abjdis neriif 
Wirk Ibt tlie Joy duit kMit eric s 
Foi uder joy is aU bot vano, 
•All erdly joy returnis in pane 



Zhmhar, 



m 

lir ihif podD i have nnywftei to va^ms ^ huffMi femm pi 
JBtdefiaites^ In «h» aubjeot aacl; maaqei ^f Qmhook. LUw mm iC 
tfaa (Hd Tmmam^ wnteiv ho la i^pl« and avliUmet Wvid inde- 
KK^^OB, conelBe in senttBaent, abrupt in tnani^oiiw In my im^ 
tkML t have ad^^, Idip Its fimpHei^> tbe irtansa of the paaUml 
ballada of Ahonttone and Bove* in the expreesioo of aentoeai I 
have attempted bvief eonpieiiioii of ,|lion|^ viih an eye to ihu 
Tigonms conciseness which distinguishes the writings of Drydea | aad 
81 models of abrupt transition I had i& view the Pindaric odes of 
Coidey. If I do not entertain Mse ideas concerning the peculiarities 
of the muse of inspiration^ nor yet been unsuccessful in combining 
those of the writers I mention, I hate succeeded in giving some of the 
characteristics of Hebrew poetry to English verse. 

X 
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the character which the hook I imitate bears in eommoB 
with o(her booka of the Old Teatamenty it haa one peculiarly its own. 
In reading the o&on we never forget that the penmen are inspired; 
fbr they are every whore confident, and when diey inatnict they com- 
mand. It la not 80 with &e Preacher. We see him in the character 
of one aeeking after happineaa and knowledge-; and in the aeaich 
cmbradng the whole round of earthly enjoyment, and exhausting aH 
the acutenesa of human ingenuity. He frequently appears disap. 
pointed, as if he knew not what he had to expect ; and he seems to 
learn die nothingneaa of grandeur, the madness of mirth, the insoffi* 
dency of wisdom, and the unhappiness of knowledge, rather from 
common experience dian by the inspiration of the Spirit. Let me not 
be misunderstood. I deem idl the books received as canonical by the 
church to be Scripture; and I regard die book that shews us a 
Solomon weak and unhappy, as conveying one of the finest lessons of 
inspiration. 

I hsve attempted td give my poem ihe pecuUarity of manner which 
I describe. In the first chapter I consider the evils of life as tfaej 
appear through the gloom <of aceptidsm. In die second and diiid I 
ahow that we cannot escape diose evils, either by beiSoming dissipated 
or by becoming philosophers. In the fourtti, Aat escape from them 
Is not hopeless ; and that to have fs^ is to be happjf^ If I hare 
^iHad in imitating my authar, 1 have paoduced something new^ bot 
the attainment of originality, mere orighiality, ia neither meritorions 
nor difficult The merit and difficulty lies in being «t onceoriginii 
and pleasing. Any one may tiombine simple sounds in a maimer 
entirely new ; to compose of sucb sounds an exquiaite air, is the work 
^ftaiteand genius. 
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LIFE. 



CitLfttx Sit^t 



You tell me ^tis weak tocompIlEtin, 

And that pleasnre^s gay triumphs are rife 
Can my Strephon find mirth in my pain ? 

Has he mus^d on the misMes of life ? 
The gloom of my spirit he blames, 

Of fancy he bids me beware, 
And of caution's dull meed he declaims. 

As if joy were the offspring of care. 

Ah Strephon ! not reckless nor wild 

The course of thy minstrel has been ; 
Nor fancy to woe has beguilM; 

By darkening the gloom of the scene. 
Yet his is a thought-rooted woe. 

His a langour that yields not to mirth : 
Ere Strephon his censures bestow. 

Let us. muse on the miseries of eaith*^ 



Joy onks ^neath the pressure <^ toil,. 

In leisure^s dull langour it dies 
Hope smiles, but ah, trust not her smile^ 

She flies, comes ctespah* for she flies. 
Comes sorrow, if pleasure be sought,. 

Comes grief, if the search we forgo. 
Low cares dog the feeble of thought,. 

Deep thought proves the herald of woe. 

We doul^ what our senses reveal^ 

Yet much they reveal not we fear« 
We know not that prayers prevail,. 

But the pnqrerless die in despw* 
Dark woe eourts theinsults of ruth| 

Dark wroi^ wake the pbreanes of rage. 
We blush for the madneas ot youths 

We mgf:i o'w the miseries of age» 

For oh 1 when lifers b^t eometb on^ 

I|s twilight of pain and decay. 
When the sunbeams of fbncy are goue^ 

And each dear lov^d ootapanioa awa}^ 
'Tis sad to stay lingering behind^ 

To count the duU houfs as they Uj$ 
To recall vanished pleasures to mindj^ 

To Ibiftk of tiH| present) and sigh* 
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Tis sad at ^e dread hour of night^^ 

All sleepless to lie, and alone, 
To picture wild forms of affright,- 

And start when the night breezes moan.^ 
^is sad at the dult bed of death, 

•To list the deep groan of despair ; 
To mark the last Itngering breath 

Depart without Messing or prayV« 

Lo! Valour has4hronM him sublime, . 

The nations attend at-his-cari 
But dark are bis triumphs of «rime, 

HiB glories the butcheries of war. 
His blade courts the splendours of heaven^ > 

And streams his red banner unfurPd, 
And woe to himself he has ^ven, 

And'mieV and grief to the worlds 

O! wearyand long' were my lay. 

Bid I ope batf the fountains of ill r 
The m«m#fOiM ^hebavd may portray^ 

The in/briie baffles hw sl^ 
Bv^n the feelings we couple widi bliss^ 

Arefeelings that chafe and annoy ; ! 
BVn the elements rage to distress, 

The. winds and tfaewaters destroy^ J 

x8. 



When wiU liwdk ibe ttarm in tt^ ilMtb^ 
To list 'mid tfad terrible n>ar 

The florcMil of dismaj «iid of «l€atb* 
Why ring of tkat fiidneiislttid pmn 

Whicll the kyver forsaken miM know I 
There liTes not a poet whose strtiin 

Would disdain for that k>Yer to iow* 



My StrqAo% still nulnM attends 

The poor fin^^e qfaAld of decay*^ 
As earthward in darkness he wends 

On his rougli afenl ins MNrtoi^nl way#. . 
Thick mists still han^ oter his road^ 

Around him pale phantoms arisen 
To the durt with vile cilres he is bow'd^ . 

And^ the sad dote to all^ lo^ he dies,. 

He diesy and die diepthaof the tomb 

Send fcnrth neither Hauriilitf nor |r(olA^ 
But dark and uolotely ito gloomy 

And sad is tbe s^puldttei'Stmi^^ 
O ! sad and imlovely islifef 

And deathV still m^Mre direfiil ai^ kU ; 
The first is a tempest^ a strife^ 

The iast)«^ what nkortal oAn tell t 



^^•Hff^^^^ wWV^ 



LIFE. 
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ni turn me front tadiiess and grie^ 

Nor longer cb^eartien^d refme ; 
The revel shall jieLd me rdtef. 

And the solace of mirUi shall be mine^. 
UncheerM by the danee €tr the sch^. 

Of the shiotits of the n»rthful land gay^ 
Far, £b^ have I i^tider^d iind lo^g. 

On « rou^ tod a nearisooie wiEiy^ 

The sadaesf^ iof Ufe h$,ife I provM^, 
While ^eiftsi»re and gladness I sought ; 

I eourted the safuae that I lov'd>^ 
And foUfeid but the darkness of thOMj^ht 

In fame loq^^ I placTd loy 4elightf. 
But £ikne I Ho lomger r^fardt; 

I dreamed that the goddess would slight,. 

^Pnde rose, iffid IspOni^ her 1^^ 



I 



Hark, swells not the song of the gay t 
The shouts of the mirthful arise ;. 

If life be a fast fleeting day, 
To spend it in gilidliess is wise. 

haste ! let the frolic have birth. 
The jest and the mingling of soul ; 

1 long for the pleasures of mirth, 

I welcome the sweets of the bowl. 

The enjoyment of thought is but woe;.- 

The whisperings of knowledge are dread ! 
Come, listen companions, and know 

How wretched the life I havered. 
Tve mourned in the fair hours of light, 

tiy nights have passM sleepless-away^ 
Day long, haTe I sigh'd for the night. 

Night long, have I langui^^d for day. * 

What life is, too well have I known. 
And death seems more terrible still ; 

Ev^n the mourner turns pale at its frowoy. 
And clings in his fear to his iU^ 

I askM, and a diousand replied^ 
For what, and through whom d6 riire? 
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In patieoof I Utten^dt and »t^% 
That I could not batik think and believe. 

And Uien, nhta I mused on the past^ 

Or turned la the future my tiev^ 
Axound me» and o'er me was cast 

A veil of the gloomiest hue. 
Of destiny^ evil, and pain ; 

By thought, in its madnessi ^twaa twined :^ 
SeemM reason unstable and vain ; 

And virtue a dream of the mijid* 

* 
If death were a sleep of the soul,-^ 

A sleep where no dreamidgs annoy^ 
Like racer that pants for his goal,. 

rd hail it with gladness and joy. 
Sut oh 1 ^yl^^Ti t\\ta. v>i«air» shall docjaVi. 

When the pulse of this bosom is gone. 
The feeUng that Aed from my clay 
May live in its misery alone. 

Come^ fill up the bowl to the brim, 
And twine for my temples the wreath ; 



• Qaetdons of liberty aod Necenitj, the origin of EtU^ &c 



f4C roxifc; 

In age shall each comfort grow dimv 
And silent, and mirthless is death-. 

Then catch the dark hours as they fly, 
And broider them o^er with delight ; 

Pause not, for the qpoiler is nigh. 
The mourners may sorrow ere night * 

why do your revellings cease ! 
Alas ! is your gladness away ? 

1 came to partake of your bliss. 
And Jo ! ye turn pale at my lay. 

No longer the revel can please, 
No longer seems madness a joy ; 

Alas i that such eomferts as these 
The demon of thought can destroy. 
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X)i gloomy and heartless the strain 

That tells of the sorrows of earth, 
Of doubt, death, oppression, and pain, 

And the madness of folly and mirth. 
^Tis true, that the laugh of the gay. 

That the song c^ the mirthful ^hall faiU 
That pleasure «haU Tanish away. 

And silence and darkness prevail. 

^Tis true, that th6 pitfalls of death. 

Beneath us «ire yawning in gloom ; 
That life is a flickering breath. 

That rest may not dweU in the tomb. 
But why, when Phitosophj^s voice 

Is proudly exalted t>n high. 
To teaoh the lorn wretch to rejoice. 

And the fearful with boldness to die^ 
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Why lend not an ear to her strain f 

She tells us of virtue and peace ; 
She tells us that gtieymg is vain^ 

That passion, when man wills^ shall cease. 
For not with the evils of fate 

Comes grief to a spirit resigned ; 
For, not in the mockeries of hate 

Dwells anger, its seat is the mind. 

She boaatt that her vot'^ries arose 

Triumphant o*er evil and fear > 
Dar'^d death with her jMrecepts o{qx)ae» 

And dried when she scdaoed the tean 
Her Socrates joy^d when his breath 

Was shortening, bisA glazing hiaeye ; 
Her Adrian triumphM o^er death; 

Her Senooa gloried to diew 

The Sailor, when tempest assails^ 

Will 9teer his frail bark to the riiore ; 
Then hearken 1 since sorrow prevails, 

Why prize not the eomforter more P 
Alas ; thcHi^ a Queen die appear. 

Her solace but adda to our pmn ; 
Her loud voice of boasting we bear. 

But we know ^tls u^^ifted m vain^ 
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Unreal the 6oIace she bears,-^ 

Poor victim of change and decay. 
Her teachings are mingled with fears, 

Dark mist^-clouds oVrshadow her way« 
Though folly and ill she oppose, 

Though flourish the arts at her nod. 
Yet earth-born,— from dust she arose, — 

The Greek her creator and god. 

She tells us that virtue shall live 

When quench'*d are the beams of the sun ;^ 
How lovely t but who can believe 

Of reward seen awarded to none ! 
Alas ! were there truth in her strain, 

It comes not with power to man ; 
As now, not more guilty nor vain, 

He liv'd ere her empire began. 

O Virtue t (how powerless the sound !) 

Ev^n Brutus confessed thee a shade. 
When triumphed thy foes, and around 

The free and the faithful bled. 
Vain, vain are thy precepts to men ; 

Dark crimes, and deep sorrows are rife : 
Thy pleasures are baseless and vain, 

O ! sad and unlovely is life ! 

See PUto'e Phedon. 

Y 
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The gay hopes of pleasure are.quelTd, 

The musings of reason are vain, 
Mirth fails, and philosophy'^s shidd 

Is pierced by the arrows of pain. 
O soul ! to thy fate be resign^, 

No close thy dark grievings can know; 
No solace thy searchings can find, 

For very existence is M'oe. 

Yet rises one star in that sLt 

Where false fleeting meteors Tiave playM ; 
In splendour ^tis brightening onliigh, 

It beams without twinkling or shade. 
This breast, long the haunt of remorse. 

Must anguish for ever engross ! 
ni follow that star in its course. 

It leads, — to the foot of the Cross. 



Say, riselh that beacon in vain ? 

By pleai^res gay sons, His abhorrM : 
But what are the scofiings of men 

Opposed to the love of the Lord ! 
In revVenpe I'll bend at his throne ; 

ril quit the dull gods I have servM ; 
1*11 own that the grief I have known 

Was joy to the woe I deserv'd. 

This heart, — O f what zeal has been there' 

For a worship that conscience decried; 
Ambition has listenM my prayV, 

IVe &ung lofty peans to pride. 
Mid-day beams of freedom and peace 

I've talk'd of oppression and strife ; 
And spurning the offers of grace 

Tve mourned o'er the mi&'ries of life* 

IVe liv'd to revile and oppose 

God's law, and his mercies sublime f 
Is pardon the meed he bestows 

For a life time of mock'ry and crime ? 
Hark ! shrieks the foul demon of pride. 

Mourns death o'er the wreck of his prison, 
O shout, for the living has died ! 

Bejoice^ for the dead has arisen ! 
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No longer around me is spread 

The i^eil of the Styg^ kxm f 
No longer, by terrors dismay d, 

I wand^er in darkness and gloom ! 
The day-beam around me is cast. 

The day-beam that visits from high : 
O bitter, misfortune, thy blast ! 

But calm the repose of the sky t 

Arise my cheer d soul in thy might. 

And tell of his mercies to men« 
Who vanq^uish'^d the aliens in fight, 

Tvho conquered by suff Ving and pain. 
O bid the &r isles to rejoice 

In ihfi path a Redeemer has trod ;* 
O tell them, and strengthen thy voice. 

That pledged is the faith of a God. 

O tell that the shades of the tomb 

Are piercM by a lovelier ray 
Than that which first brigbtea''d the gloom, 

When up sprung the earliest day. 
Exhaust^n his dungeon reclined 

The queird king of terrors appears ; 
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No longer his fetters can bind, 
No longer the sceptre he bears* 

O ! what's e'en the night cover'd sea. 

Though wildly it swells in its wrath, 
Or what are the shouts of the fray 

To him who is reckless of death ! 
O! what are the tyrants of elay, 

When reigneth our Lord in the sky ; 
They threaten and boast for a day, 

At night in corruption they lie. 

To him who depends on his Lord, 

The sorrows of age are unknown-; 
For him who in faith has ador'd 

The sufferings of Jesus atone. 
In Him may the mourner be glad ; 

In Him evVy pleasure is rife ; 
Yea ! bright is the house of the dead> 

And- lovely the changes of life. 



Ya« 
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ELEGY WRITTEN AT SEA. 



He iiintt not flMt apo» hif w«t*rj liter 
Unwept, and welter to the parching wind 
Withwit Uie meed ofnoam melodious tear^ 



^18 night ; around our bark the gloomy wave 
All lonely heaves, nor sbcH'e nor skiff is nigh ; 
The gales are sleeping in their mountiua cave v 
Dull silence reigns supreme^ sare when the cry 
Of wakeful mew disturbs, or when on high 
The slacken'^d sail flaps to. the rolUng main :: 
The orb of night, throng in the western sky. 
Sheds her expiring rays athwart the scene ; 
Mournful as tyrant king stretchM on th^ couch of pain. 

And now, all wakeful, on tb' unvexed tide 
Awhile by fortune cast,, lone watch I keep ; 
Be still ye swelling thoughts !, ye vaguely chide,. 
Ev'n as the unlovely dreams, of fevVish sleep ;. 



Sure oft yeVe hovered o^er the wrathful deep^ 
When howl'd the storm, and o^er the dangVpus 

fthore, 
And perch'^d on secret shelve and sousding steeps 
And bade dull rocks for wretched men deplore ; 
Sure dost not fear that wave ye oft have wandered o^er^ 

No I yet I love thee not sepulchral sea, 
** Grave of my kindred, of my sire the grave ^^ 
1 love thee not,— <my grandsire sleeps in thee. 
In thee his brothers sleep ; venCrous and brave. 
One wandered patient o'*er thy breast, O wave ! 
Tlie boast and joy of Anson^s warrior train ; 
Dauntless that sailor heard the wild winds rave, 
Saw the fight rage, for rich with gold of Spain, 
Of home he thought ukI joy^d,<— alas !: bis joys were 
vain.. 

Ah fate severe f wlien from the castled poop 
Gay, joy-bright eyes fair Albion's diSs descried,. 
Anguish was his, as on the mirthful group 
He turn''d his languid dark'^ning gaze, and sigh'd '^ 
Ah wondVous sweet that life by fate denied !: 
Ah wond^rous sweet when of his home he thought^ 
His 8ire> his friends^ his love ; alaa i he died ;: 
And long, by hope b^^ttil^d, hb kindred sought 
For tidings of.tbar boy ;r--di9€^ woe these seafdiiogs 
brought.. 
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I lore thee not, thou dkep sepulchral wate^ 
Thy mountain billows were my grandsire^s bier; 
Quiet man, he fondly hoped his father^s grave, 
Where bloomM the little flowers when smiled the 

year. 
Should one day darkened o^^r his dust appear. 
Stem wave, bis bones in thy dark caves are laid I 
One day he trimmed his bark, the skies were clear, 
Soft breathM the gale, glad o^er thy breast he hied, 
Night came^ fierce howPd the- storm-, he- toiPd, be 

sunk, he died* 

Twelve moons before, in Croma^s sheltering bay, 
His second brother sunk, nor rose again ; 
Full oft my grandsire shaped his lonely way 
The winding shores along, and ask^d the main 
For that lov'^d brother^s corse, but ask^d in vain : 
The stubborn wave dashM heedless o^er the shore;. 
Crueil as fierce it mockM the sufferers pain :- 
Ah !* long its scorn, at length its wrath he bore,- 
For o^er his. head it clos'd, and grief disturbed do. 
more^ 

And thou, my father, when I think of thee 
My eyelids moisten with th^ unwonted tear ; 
For thou wert brave as gentle, kind as free^. 
Stranger aUke to brutal rage orftw,. 



A tender fiiend, to all thy kindred dear. 
Thy floul'^s intelligence a flaBh of light. 
To tyrant sway and tyrant men serere, 
Peace seldom listen'd to thy deeds of might, 
!Pat dauntless warrior thou when closed the deatliful 
fight 

And oft the fight around thee closed my sirei 
. Oft the red falchion gracM thy awful band ; 
Alas ! unfitly framed my rustic lyre 
To sing the triumphs of the warrior^s brand, 
The fray wild tbundVing, and th^ ensanguined 

strand : 
Yet, gentle warrior, thine no vulgar bard ; 
His strains ne'er flowed at interests base copnmand, 
Ne'er flatter^ vice, ah ! his the best reward, — 
A self-Approving soul, a much lov'd friend'^s regard. 

Thy birth, thy death, thy deeds of bold emprize. 
Thy patient wandVings o'er the treachVous brine, 

* Fain would I sing. Spirit of song arise ! 
Awake fair Muse, and be thy numbers mine ; 
Inspire my grateful song, bid strength combine 
With all the sweetness of th' Aonian lyre ; 
Faiii would I frame a little lasting shrine. 
And on it grave thy name my hcmour'd sire, 

And rotund to deck and guard light up the Muse's fire. 
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Alas ! the Pates forbid r y^ shall my lay, 
Though rudely fram^d^ thy worth, thy toils declare: 
SoowPd bleak misfortune on thy infant day. 
Bereavements bittVest pangs thy mother^s were, 
HearUsick^ning woe, sharp want, and carking care. 
And grief for pleasures gone, and bodings wild. 
Her only solace thou, to ward despair^ 
A little passionless ungrieving child. 
Who all unskiird to mourn, saw her sad tears and 
smiPd. 

T 

But years pass d by ; to want and" toil inured, 
Th' ungrieving child a sailor boy became r 
And many a hairdship on the wave endured. 
Whose baleful strength might well the hardiest 

tame; - 
. They quelPd not thee, thine was a soul of flame. 
That fiercer, brighter blazed in dangerous time, 
, SteePd by the wintry blast, thy temperM frame 
Dar^d all unharmed the deaths of every clime, 
From India'ls parched, plains to^ Sembla^s snows 
sublime» 

The years pass'*d by ; fam'd" was thy sinewy arm 
For feats of strength, thy soul for bold emprise ; 
The first when rag'd the fight or roar'd the storm^ 
Yet M unboa^tful, cahn, retired, and wise ; 



SOBM8. SSS 

Few.mark'd the hero in his quiet diflgttiae. 
Or frbt what slept beneath thy souPb command ; 
/*Twas when occasion bade thy might arise 
That doubts and fears perplexed th^oppressor^s band, 
vAnd died the cruel heart, and faiTd the rathless band. 

Twice didst thou dare the wave to snatch from death 
A poor toil destined swain, and luckless boy ; 
Once when the midnight billows foamed beneath 
The beetling cliffs, toiling in dire employ. 
Though tides, and waves, and winds, rose tadestray. 
Thy little pinnace left the sounding shore ; 
Joy to the foHnd'ring bark ! a voice of joy . 
. Swells loud, wild mingling with the tempest^s roar, 
"Haste sailors, quit your bark, the waves are 
gathering o^er J"" 

Not meagre want disturbed thy mother^s age. 
Comfort and quiet cheered her lonely way; 
Save when the sweeping blast with wintry rage 
HowPd through the hideous night and cheerless day; 
Ah ! then her dreams of joy would fade away. 
As roam'd her fancies o'er th' enraged tide, 
And darksome thonghts dos'd round ;-^- but 

. Heaven's glad ray 
Would rise, and these disperse ; oft had shepray'd 
For thee, her latest stay, her solitaiy prides 



Not all uncnswer^ci was that widow^s prajvr^ 
For oft around thee dangers clos'd in vain ; 
Yea, thou bast breath'^d unharmed the tainted air, 
. When all around arose the moans of pain ; 
Three days a prisoner on th^ Indian main 
Th^ upturned keel thy resting place remained ; 
Twelre hours the mountain billows rolPd amain 
Thy bark in triumph o^er on Scotia^s strand ; 
And thrice the deserf s king fled from thy awful brand. 

Prepare, O Muse I of deadly fight to sing, 
Of wars whose thundVings calmed th^ affrighted sea: 
Alas my lyre ! slackens thy every string, . 
When wak'^d to loftiest strains thy chords should be? 
The heroes battle deeds are not for thee. 
Thine be a faiqter, thine a lowlier strain^ 
Perchance ev^n low as song of mountain bee ; 
And yet thy voice was ne'er awaked in vain. 
Grief flies die sound dismay M, and fly the fiends of 
pain. 

0£ death prepare to sbg 1 of awful death ! 
Say wherefere awful to th^ accepted soul? 
Ob earth Joy nestles in the conquanor^s wreolhy 
Her flowerets bloom around the mirthful bowl. 
She vifflts love : but fate with stem oontrdi 
Casts dottds and darkness oVr her lovUest day ; 



O ! ""ds 1^011 honest worth oMins its goal^ 
That fadeless pleasure po^ors th^ Vernal ray, 
7hUe Cb»iigeoii4*aFtli remains^ lord ^ef the fBotildVIng 
day. 



Roctnd AIbyn>s treslem diores a kMsdy 
Is coasting Aaw, ^e adverse winds detain ; 
And now ^he itninds secure the dreaded dilf. 
Whose horrid ridge beats back the nordiem mam ^ 
And now the whirling Pentland roars in rain 
Her stem beneath, for favVing breezes rise. 
The green isles fade^ whitens the watVy plain, 
O^er its vex^d waves with meteor speed she Sies, 
!*ill Moray^s distant hUls o^er the blue waves arise. 

Who guides that vesser& wandMngs o'er the wavef 
A patient hardy man, of thoaghtfel brow. 
Serene, and warm oT heart, and wisely brave. 
And sagely skilTd, whatever gale may blow. 
To press through angry waves fh* adventurous 

prow; 
Age hath not quell'd his ^ftr^ngtb, nor •quench'd 

desire 
Of gen'^rons deed, nor chiird Ins bosoisi'S glow, 
Yet to a be^r world his hopes aspire : 
\h ! this must sure be lAnee ; all tta9 cay faonotnr'd 

sire! 

z 
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Alas ! thy latest voyage draws Bear a close. 
For death broods voiceless in the dark'^ning sky ; 
Subsides the breeze, th^ untroubled waves repose, 
The scene is peaceful ail : can death be nigh. 
When thus unarmM and quiet his vassals lie ? 
Mark ye that cloud ? there toils th' imprisoned gale, 
Ev^n now it comes with voice uplifted high. 
Resound the shores, harsh screams the rending sail, 
And roars th' amazed wave, and bursts the thunder 
peaL 

Three days the t^npest raged ; on Scotia^^s shore 
Wreck pil^d on wreck, and corse on corse was 

thrown ; 
Her ragged cli£Ps were red with clotted gore, 
Her dark caves echoed back th^ •expiring moan. 
And luckless maidens mourned their lovers gone, 
And friendless orphans cried in vain for bread, 
And widowed mothers wandered forth alone, — 
Restore, O wave, they cried, restore our dead i 
And then the breast they bar^d, and beat th' 

unshdterM 4iead« 

Of -thee my ure, what mortal ^tongue can tell ? 
No j^ieudly bay thy shattered bark received^ 
£v^n when thy dust r^pos^d in ocean cell. 
Strange baseless tales of hope thy friends deceived, 
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Which oft they doubted sad, or gay believed. 
At length, when deeper, darker wax^d the gloom. 
Hopeless they grieved, but 'twas in vain they 

grieved ; 
If God be truth, 'tis sure no voice of doom 
That bids th** accepted soul its robes of joy asume. 

Now rest my l3rre, thy pleasing task is o^er. 
Now rest my heart, thy cares are worse than vain ; 
What are the griefs of time ! its blackest hour 
Must pass away, nor can its bright remain. 
For Change hath bound it with a varied chain. 
Where links of gold, and brass, and iron appear, 
Ev'n death itself is his, beyond his reign 
Extends not, virtue drops no bitter tear. 
Nor joy th' accursed souls, nor cease their pains severe; 

Lovely the hope that tells of bliss to come, 
WondVous the God who gave that hope his seal ! 
Fly ye gross thoughts ! ye impious doubts be 

dumb ! 
'Tis He, 'tis He Himself who rends the veil. 
Whose voice is heard when bursts the thunder peal. 
Whose mighty will the waves and winds obey ; 
O then be wise my soul ! when cares assail. 
And griefs of earth, think of that awful day. 
When all, save God's esteem^ shall sink in dire decay. 
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And BOW awhile repose my rtistie Ijre^ 
Slow mores^ th^ uawilliiig hand that layfi thee b; ; 
Wheft thee: mj anns sastam not grief can tire, 
Nor pain oppress ; perchance an hour ia nigh 
When I shall wake thy chords to nature high ( 
Yea,, tilL cold hearts confess a kindred' glow^ 
And vile desires and recreant passions die ; 
Ev^n as I singi les& harsh thy mimbers flow^ 
And flies each anxioua eare^ each thaught Ukat 
whisperedi woe; 



TO THE reader: 



¥p was at (hrst my ihtentioQ to make no other apology 
for the appearance of this Tolume than that which is to 
be found in the Introductory Stanzas. But it* ha» since 
occurred to me that the good-natured reader will not 
less readily tolerate what is faulty in my poems, when 
acquainted with* the circumstances under which they 
were composed^ and themotiFes which induce me to 
publish them*. Nor is it the suffirages of the good- 
natured alone that I wish to procure. I would' fain 
deprecate, did I knaw how, the sererity of criticism ; 
though aware that if my pieces escape this seTerity 
altogether I- shall hare little^ cause to congratulate 
myself on their succesSb 

. I am one of the many, who to a^nperfictal obs^rrer 
seem bom only to minister to-the ease* and pleasure of 
the few* A certain poet has said, that labour, though 
originally entailed upon mankind as a curse, is softened 
Mta a .mercy. I myself hate had experience that it is 

2>S 
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not lets an enjoyment tban that which is falselj termed 
ease ; but I cannot regard it as a positiTC good, or in- 
deed as any thing else than a tax which I pay for iade> 
pendence. The desire of happiness^ so nataral to mao, 
has led me to seek for that pleasure elsewhere, which 
I cannot find in the circle of my labours ; and I haTC 
found it in the study of poetry. 

It is needless to expatiate. The language of poesy 
perhaps can alone describe the happiness of the poet, 
who quitting the toils and tares of real life, transports 
himself inta a pafadise of the imagination^ . Where tkerei 
is^ neither toil nor oawb While enlarged among: n^' 
brother workman, in the labours of a^ tiresome aodua*' 
congenial •eii^O)f{Dient) I haf« been wnndering o?er thr 
betttts of Osdftfr) a** i^eciator oi the baUle^ ol Btngal. 
WlolCf i^iMding^ among, straiigerg,, iff a bleak country^, 
and- exposed to the hardships and pritattdas of the 
Jmmteyman Maso%.L ha/re seeA all. that is^beaaidkl, 
Mdlffelt all that is pl^sing^ Theiife is a^pleaamre ia^H»«* 
dolgiiigiiii the dreamsvolimagiAtatioa^^;. ther6 is & pka'^ 
Sine i&.maUagLtran«eri|ite^ol tiiese'dreaiiks, taoclin gjirieg) 
thsQn a^dresa oltwiOfds'And>a4iniMio^ of nlimbeB»; theitr. 
IS a pleasure in looking oyer theso trasseri^rwkeU' thsi 
origiBals^aQra A>vg!|illeu.^ Fethapertke last ilr^n«iftheleaat 
lilpon'fiRdiBglinrni^pieces,^ after- the ima^^a«d(seiiti»¥ 
menli which tbejf cofitained hsti tsaaabeA fro»tt)i« 
memory^ stnuige> faaei^^ ated r exploded opii i f ioaii ^.prfeM- 
^riredeniive and ;£reih)(.l4hafetGoiafArisd thenito lhele< 
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Ikneetoaei^oeks tfaa^abotead^witii'tHe veniaiti^ o^aiiimtls 
of wbieh' the Zoolbgtat f^JLves us no aicccf unt^ - of ietlkm 
▼traits idxiclv oontaia Hrainmie9' of^ ih^ Kgypttktf kiags^^ 
«bneeratag. wbom blsilOT}^ ii >^leiit;' 

It' hafeF<be6ii allef ed that the ptessures c^ iiridj^ftalioft^ 
are as inlNMcal tov the «ci)iiireftieot> of wealth, as thMe oC^ 
s»ise to the attalomeat^of virtue. I bdle ve the allega« 
tlo0 t^ be correct^ for I sus^^est that^thSe* merchant or- 
st^kholder who' iddulged' nrach' in these pleasures^^* 
woald make ito great figure on the ExehkiAg'e. lam.' 
but: a Joardeirnna "Mason ;*>-4t has *beea said thaK they 
frequently^ interfere nv^th the line of datjr. I dimbt i¥ 
not; The Magtstrsite j the- Stat^smaiiy the Divinte^^ittmkiz 
do well to beware that they^ gain not an* astehdancy/ 
otrer hinw^^L am but a* Journey mati Masonv It )Myi> 
been alfirmed that iften of slrongimaginatlonb a»e'uarf>: 
ble to form just estimates^ of humini life; tiftrt'they oalr-- 
nbt traciS' effscts to^ tht'w c»uses>;i a^nd- th^t they* are^ 
gMetsA\y ignorant of' tb^ lit^aii* by wMeh d^sfmblo^ 
objectBisre^tb be attained* This>-1 detry^ Homel^oould' 
reiuoiii as justly a» Pla(e,> aadia^ oae im^portaart polntl 
hMJshewn hiiweif liis superior ;* Yirgii'wsiS^one^^thi^ 
most sensible men of the A^igtistakL^ajsl^ $ • M4it<m^> jtidftj 
iMOt itas asi aBtotfisMngas- his otlUsv pow^ivv Shakes* 
[«ai^ikfi«»»'more^of'hiiiiianrilliSfciatid-hlitt aifttfirethai^ 
all tto PHlloA>ph(fei« put ^ogfctlier; 
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The partiality with whieh.'aathors regard their own 
writiDgs is well known : it is grounded on that selfr 
loTe^ the knowledge of which proves such an excellent 
key for laying open the motiTes of human action, and 
hence leads us to recognize the same principle at work 
in embodying the dreams of poetry, and in pointing the- 
strictures of criticism. I am not so weak as to think 
myself. Toid of this partiality, but I dare affirm thatMt is- 
no inordinate lore of my productions which has prompt- 
ed me to lay them before the public. Like a. true Uto-- 
pian, I yalne myself more on what^f am yet to do than. 
upon what I hare already done* I beliere myself pps*. 
sessed of a natural tunvfor poetry, and by. the publica- 
tion of this Tolume, I ask the wise and the literate if my. 
opinion be just; and wJiether^for the future I shall, 
spend my leisure hours,, with a design of acquiring (he 
art of the poet, in striring to supply from books and by. 
refliection the deficiencies of an imppj^fect education. . I 
act as the proprietor would who had discorered a rock 
of what he supposed marble on his estate; he carries a« 
spefcimen to the sculptor, and. enquires concerning it9 
susceptibility of polish, and the* advantage with which, 
the qi^arry. might be wroughl. 

. It may be enquired of me, .To«^ what* end would you. 
devote your talents, if their.reply whose^jndgment on 
them you ask be favourable ? This is one of those very 
direct-qnestions which are easier to put than to answer. 
My reply canoot be as dicect One's self| as my Lord. 
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Bac#fl vemsttks, is but a wmy centre for all one's a«- 
tlood to t§ycWe «poii; Tke writer whose every nerte 
18 dtr&ioed to obtain a commaQd over the opkiioas of 
men^ from a mere love of powtv of fame, howe? er s^ti-^ 
oesifdl he mafpnove, k a meaa fsliow at best. But 
MottTes of this Idod are powerful fif»\ngs of human 
octioti; thej are more fiatvral to man than bettef ones;- 
and I m»8t coafesB thoit they Hafe great idflaeiice oter 
me* It is well, however^ that better oaed may be foood. 
The lore of oiff nekhbottv, and a desire of promodng* 
the glory of God, are xiobie priiioiples; itor are* they 
debased wh^ inciUng the stadeift Ho the piirsiiit of 
knowledge, or assisting the poet in the fligitt^ of imagi-* 
nation* TheM is much of infidelity add inreligion> 
among men, and I am of epinfton thai; lie does weU' wha 
boldly Gonfes^s it to be his belief that the God of tile 
Bible is the God' of the Uni'veme^ There is much of 
Tice and unhappiness on earth, and I regard the man 
who gives a moral and amusing book to t4ie wortd, a$ a 
benefactor to mankind. Wei^e V possessed of a power 
0Tei» opinion^ I trust I would be eWiAled to make Use of 
that power in testifying of God, and in' striring to 
make my ffllow creatures less* ticiou^ and less unhappy^ 
For the faults whieh even' an author's eye cai^ detect 
in Hhe poems contaiued in this voinme, permit me to say 
a Uftte by way of eiiculpation. The great bulk of them 
was not written with a view to fhe press ; tind this, I 
hope, will be deemed a sufficient apology fbi^ the^ 
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egotif ni tbejr display. It will be fdi^vea me that tbef 
are full of the microcofniy for whose pemsal alone they 
were iDteQcled. Some of them are juTenile ; hot the 
insertion of such will surely be held pardonable by all 
who know how impossible it b to recall to mind the days 
of oar youth without seeing in them soniething like happi- 
ness ; and how difficult it is for us to look over writings 
composed by us at an early age, without deeming them to 
have some merit* For that want of harmony in my 
■umbers, which the skilful reader will not fail to detect, 
1 can only apologize by confessing my deficiency in the 
art of pronunciation. It may be objected against ray 
book that it is a heterogeneous mass of the serious and 
light ; and that considered as a picture of the author's 
mind, it gires the idea of a man less consistent than one 
ought to be who professes the truth. Let the objector 
reflect that my lighter pieces, though wild and fanciful, 
are not immoral ; and that the Poet of Truth, Hope, 
and Charity, was also the author of John Gilpin; 

Cut it is possible that I hare completely failed in 
poetry. It may appear that m hile grasping at originality 
of description and sentiment, and striring to attain pro* 
priety of expression, I hare only been depicting com* 
mon images, and embodying obvious thoughts, and this 
too in inelegant language. Possible, have I said ! nay, 
it is probable. Yet eren in this case, though disap- 
pointed, I am not without my sources of comfort. The 
pleasure I enjoy in composing verses is quite inde^ 
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pendent of other men's opinion of tbem ; and 1 expect 
to feel as happy as ever in this amusementi eren though 
assured that others could Und do pleasure in reading 
what I had found so much in writings It is no small 
solace to reflect that the fable of the dog and shadow 
cannot apply to me ; since my predilection for poetry has 
not prevented me from acquiring the skill, at least, of 
the common mechanic* I am not more ignorant of 
masonry and architecture than many professors of those 
arts who oerer measured a stanza. There is also some 
satisfaction in reflecting, that, unlike some would-be 
satirists, I have not attacked private character; and 
that, though men may deride me as an unskilful poet, 
they cannot justly detest me as a bad or ill-natured 
man. Nay, I shall haye thepleasure of repaying those 
who may be merry at my expence, in their own coin. 
I can trace their laughter to the criticisms which sug- 
gested it, and these again to that desire inherent in poor 
human nature, of showing one's own disecmment at the 
expence of one's neighbour. I can prove that my mistake 
io supposing myself a poet, is not a whit more ridiculous, 
but infinitely less mischievous than many of those 
into which myriads of my fellow men are falling 
every day. I have seen the vicious attempting to teach 
•morals, and the -weak to unfold mysteries. I have seen 
men set up for freethinkers who were born not to think at 
all. To conclude, there will certainly be cause for self- 
^tolation in reflecthig, that by becoming author I have 
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only UMit % few pounds ; not gained the repntalMii ci 
heiug a in^a* Callow, who iMid teased all his aeqvaiol- 
anees mv^ they had sabsciibed for a worthless heok : 
and that the sererest remaf k of the sefetest critic can 
oaly be, '^ A <;eEtain anonymous rhyver is no poet*' 
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